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Join the coalition for a healthy planet. Sup
Green Power. Help spread the word. We must 
conseive our resources and save the rainforests. At 
the current rate of destruction: WE ARE THE LAST 
GENERATION WHO CAN STOP IT. For a $ 2.00 
donation, we'll send a catalog containing 
information on environmental action, a selection 
of hand-made t-shirts, and a sticker. 
Write to: Green Power 
P.O. Bax 14131 
Dayton, OH 45413 
Thousands of people are in prison because of 
their beliefs, race, sex, language, or ethnic origin. 
Many are held, even executed without charge or 
trial. Torture is widespread. People "disappear" 
after they have been taken into custody. 
For more than thirty years, A M N E S T Y 
INTERNATIONAL has worked to end these abuses. 
Our aim is to expand our movement to the point 
where world public opinion will put an end to secret 
arrests, torture and killing. 
AMNESTY INTERNATIONAL Group 336, 
Greater Dayton, is working on the behalf of four 
Guatemalans who "disappeared," as well as human 
rights campaigns in Brazil, El Salvador, and 
individual "Urgent Action" cases worldwide. 
The more supporters we have, the more we 
can do. If you would like to help, contact AMNESTY 
INTERNATIONAL Group 336 at (513) 873-2721 or 
c/o 1393 Mapleridge Dr., Fairborn, OH 45324. 
If you would like to make a donation, make 
checks payable to AMNESTY INTERNATIONAL 
Group 336. 
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here. 
PLAY IT SAFE. IT1S YOUR ONLY CHANCE. 
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P.O. Box 3852 
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Reality Sangwich / Kenneth H. Brown 
I got a call from my friend Ira who said he was a contributing editor to 
Nexus, this college magazine in Ohio. 
Ira said he was in a phone booth on Fifth Street and Second Ave. in 
Manhattan. 
I was at home at the time writing a fictional letter from Anton 
Chekhov to Boris Pasternak in 1903. At the time, Chekhov was 43 and 
a year from death. Pasternak was 13. It seems that Boris sent Anton 
some of his poems and Anton liked them. He, Anton, was writing to 
Boris to encourage him to keep writing. Not a bad idea. 
Ira said he wanted me to send something to Nexus for publication. 
I asked him why. 
"What the fuck do I need with poems or pieces in college magazines?" 
I asked. "I need to pay my rent. I'm fifty-four years old, and I've been 
writing all my life. I've won a lot of meaningless awards and been 
published and produced in 11 languages all over the world. What do I 
need with a bunch of kids in the midwest who don't pay me anything 
and who put out a magazine with a name that means connected?" 
"Don't be a pain in the ass," Ira said. "Your friends will read it, and 
maybe some people who don't know about us will learn something." 
"I've got to make money," I said. "I'm up to my balls in prestige and 
friends who wish me well." 
'That's horseshit," Ira said. "You write all the time, and most of what 
you write is not for money." 
'That's true," I agreed, so here I am writing this piece to send to 
Nexus, whatever the fuck that is. 
A buzz came on the phone which notified us that we were about to be 
disconnected. "What's the number there?" I asked Ira. 
"777 9013," Ira said. So if you ever want to call the comer of Fifth 
Street and Second Avenue to see who answers, now you've got the 
number. 
Ira hung up, and I hung up, and then I called the number. He 
answered. "You dial slow," he said. 
"I've got a rotary phone," I explained. 
"You've got to push the little circles back instead of letting them go by 
themselves," he instructed. 
"Don't tell me how to make a fucking phone call!" I said. 
He laughed, and then, as is his wont, he made War & Peace out of a 
visit to a newspaper called Downtown. 
It seems that a mutual acquaintance named Dorothy Friedman who 
works there had promised him copies of the paper in which some of 
his poems are published. When Ira arrived, they had far fewer copies 
than she had led him to believe available. The story went on and on. 
Ira was standing on the comer of Fifth Street and Second Ave. I was 
sitting on my bed. (My phone is by the bed because I sleep late and 
most people call me early.) 
As I recall Ira's location, it's a block over and a block south of Cooper 
Union where Lincoln once made a speech. He had nothing on Ira 
where speechmaking is concerned. 
What am I doing? I wouldn't be writing this if it weren't for Ira. 
Eventually he hung up. Strange the way things work out. I just 
finished with Chekhov and Pasternak, and now I'm dealing with 
requests. What am I, a fucking disc Jockey? 
Let's make a list: 
In Florida at the Jai Alai, all these Americans yell, "Chula!" at these 
Basque guys with baskets on their arms who sling this little ball as fast 
as hell against a wall. I don't know what Chula means, and I don't give 
a shit. You go to Jai Alai to bet, and if you pick the right numbers, you 
collect a wad of cash. Nobody would go to Jai Alai if there was no 
betting except maybe the parents of the players, and they're four 
thousand miles away in Basque Country. I don't know anything about 
Basque Country except what I read one Sunday in the Times travel 
section. In fact, I don't know anything about the Basque Country 
because I don't remember anything I read. I'm sure it was all a lot of 
tourist bullshit anyway. 
I know about the Jai Alai because my mother who is 88 lives in Florida, 
and she likes to go out. I took her to the Fronton because we went 
once before and made a score. This time we lost. 
I've got more irons in the fire than a goddam blacksmith, novels, plays, 
screenplays, all that shit out there with agents and movie stars and 
producers. I could get a call any minute and make a big score. Hope 
springs eternal, even in old bastards like me. But I'm not going to 
elaborate. There's nothing worse than a writer who tells you about his 
prospects. That's got to be the most boring thing in the world. 
I've got to make a score! I figure in the late evening of the American 
Experiment. when the whole thing is falling apart at the seams, I 
might as well get on the bandwagon like everybody else. Eat, drink, 
and be merry for tomorrow we die. The art, except for Larry Rivers 
and a couple of other guys, is all garbage. The writing, except for Bill 
Styron and a couple of other guys, is all garbage. The popular culture 
is a reflection of the filth and hopelessness abroad on the landscape. 
I might as well opt for a house on the beach in Malibu. I spent my life 
perfecting a craft that has been rendered obsolete by our collective fall 
from grace. I am determined to use it to get a little comfort and fun in 
my old age. Insight and illumination are as dead as Kelsey's nuts. 
Germany is reunified! I don't fucking believe it! These bastards killed 
almost forty million people in two wars in the 20th Century, and now 
we're going to give them an opportunity to do it again. If you think 
they're going to keep making cars and lawnmowers with all that steel 
from the Ruhr, you've got your head up your ass. Give it ten or fifteen 
years, and then you can go fuck yourself. I don't give a shit. I'll be 
dead by then or soon thereafter. So why shouldn't I want a house on 
the beach in Malibu? I'll go out on my yacht and live such a self­
serving existence that I'll make George Bush and Ronald Reagan look 
like Buddhists. That's about all I can do for Nexus which, by the way, 
is also the name of a shampoo. (You can only get it at beauty shops 
according to the ads.) 
Well, what the fuck! What do you want from an old Pulitzer Prize 
nominee when there's money to be made? 
7 
Duncan/ Laura Albrecht 
When his hair was black and stood 
Straight up from his white forehead 
Like raven feathers in an Indian 
Headdress, I watched him stomp 
Through feedback shadows in thrift 
Shop boots. His hands were always 
Balled into fists, hard as diamond 
Studs, pale glitter in the occasional 
Light. His cheeks always smelled 
Of vodka and plastic, were always 
Smooth shaven and hollowed. 
When he told me his parents were 
Dead, his eyes were black circles 
Of construction paper. With one 
Puff of breath, I could have blown 
His face away. 
With the syrup. his tongue was numb 
And nothing was worth swallowing. 
His hair fell in his eyes. fell out 
In thick clots on the bathroom 
Floor. His fingertips were covered 
In vinyl. He felt nothing but his 
Own skin. His body shrank flat 
And one good gust of J aquary wind 
Blew him away. · 
When I crush the cellophane covering 
From a cigarette package, I think 
Of his lips drying. 
Dan Harris 
Chris Pospisil 
America of sunshine roads and freedom 
the True American Dream of escapism 
Tom Sawyer America 
longing to goof off 
away from Aunt Polly 
America caught up in The Protestant Work Fallacy 
believing in forty-hour-a-week slavery 
and not liking it 
America eating itself away 
with its throw-away-society consumer economy 
and disposable people 
America the democracy 
with justice for the rich 
and jails for the poor 
Bullheaded America 
stubborn as Teddy Roosevelt 
trying over and over again 
failed solutions for constant problems 
America with its beauty 
that it paves over in the name of gluttonous progress 
America who supports authoritarian regimes 
instead of totalitarian dictatorships 
America who defines torture by who does it 
America of Whitman, Thoreau and Kerouac 
America as sum of all of its parts 
and divided by each and every one of Them 
whoever Them is 
America who believes in free speech to the absolute 
but taps the phones ofsubversives 
who speak too freely 
America who punishes the sin of murder with death 
America who stockpiles weapons and fights war 
in the name of Peace 
Big Brother America who still speaks with forked tongues 
America who is so outraged by the oppression of South Africa 
and forgets the genocide of the American Indian 
America the home of the brave 
and the cowering masses 
America The Beautiful 
with all of its imperfections 
The Buffalo Hunters/ Duncan Moran 
Because they were there we shot them 
and because they'd keep grazing despite 
the rifles' reports, the blood, the frenzied 
wails of the wounded, we kept shooting 
until the black barrels grew hot, 
until the guns could not fire 
and then, spooked by the plain sounds, 
the crickets and birds louder than before, 
the buffalo began to run, 
trampling those bleeding on the ground. 
It was nothing to kill hundreds in an hour, 
thousands in a day, their humped bodies 
strewn over the prairie like boulders. 
It took no thought to pull the trigger 
and tum to another before the first was dead. 
It took only bullets as big as our thumbs, 
bullets and fingers and eyes. 
And always there were too many 
dying to watch them die. 
And when the barrels cooled and the herds 
regrouped, not noticeably diminished, 
a few miles away, there was nothing 
to say walking among the bodies, 
no words to give these animals, 
so stupid they would stand and die; 
there was only the wind in the grass 
moving, as the Indians said, like the 
spirits of the dead. 
Later, on the way back east 
to the cities from which we fled, 
we saw the bones from the tracks 
down which the skins were shipped, 
stacked under the ruthless sun, 
become immortal, bleached an absolute 
white, essential, more perfect 
for being dead than alive. 
They haunted us as we walked 
the busy streets. If the guns started 
would we run? or would we stand, 
unconcerned. as others dropped beside us? 
11 
Acquittal/ James Heller Levinson 
A Long Beach judge Tuesday 
dismissed all charges against 
two Cambodian refugees accused 
of misdemeanor cruelty to animals 
for killing a German Shepherd for 
food. -- L.A. Times, November 1988 
Rake the dead leaves 
brittle, decomposed 
changed to a new way 
blood turns 
veins crack 
worms tunnel other directions. 
Lichen-black thallus rots 
the trunk consumes unabated 
careless of species. 
A bat to extinguish 
a knife to skin 
and there is food. 
It is tradition. 
Trench the throat 
the gut 
dog 
that answers to come 
that holds the news in its mouth 
spavined clause 
vital elements of the final 
proposition. 
Peel then open 
plunge the hand 
rip the liver, kidney, 
the heart. Tribal 
flames orbit the sated nights 
even the legs picked to the bone 
bare winter branch 
prayers chanted that the beast 
you eat will reappear. 
The new dance is the old dance 
recreated. 
Chea and Ou are 
acquitted because there was 
no cruelty. Killing simply 
the instrument of appetite. 















































































































































Reporting to the Authorities / David Chorlton 
From another country, a visitor 
in the city walks as if diseased 
along its streets to look 
for the address he must report to, where 
his presence can be verified. 
At the end of each perspective 
the pavement blossoms 
at a park or river, but he must tum 
back and always fade 
into thin sunlight as he faces 
the empty mile behind him. 
He walks beside a fallen empire's architecture 
in search of an office. 
He walks where revolutionaries stormed the palace 
and looks for whoever 
is responsible for order. 
At intersections, he stops 
beneath the stone equestrians 
erected to commemorate an act of courage 
and is afraid 
to turn around, so he tries 
disappearing in the crowd 
but everybody stares at the cut of his clothes. 
He needs to exchange currency 
for fares, for a ticket 
through the underground 
where trains carry thousands, but have no space 
for a man whose money is too big 
to fit the dispensers 
standing at the gate to every station, leaving 
him to walk 
until he forgets where he came from 
and wants nothing 
but to sign his own name. 
The Border / David Chorlton 
The guard in his wooden 
lookout tower has raised 
glasses to his eyes 
and scans the flatland 
on his side of a border 
that runs between two empires. 
He turns the searchlight 
through an arc that bums 
the stubble. On the foreign side 
the wheat 
is brushed by a golden wind. 
A refugee has crossed 
so many borders, he becomes 
invisible where countries change 
their names. When he stops 
in the shadows to catch 
his breath, pieces 
of a border lace his shoes. 
Waiting to be processed, travellers 
hold their passports open 
as they stand in line 
with the barrier down. Rain 
falls onto the pages in a light 
that takes the colour from their faces 
as they perform 
the ritual. First they give up 
their names, then they forget 
where they come from 
and word for word their language 
is washed away. They walk 
through an open door 
into a narrow room, 
into a country in the dark. 
Illegals feel their way 
through moonlight 
on a desert split 
between cultures 
that never meet. They crawl 
toward a future 
in a land without time. 
They dig 
themselves a passage 
through the border's roots. 
On the other side 
the world is a single country. 
19 
Karl Who Lives in the Next Window/ John Brander 
Karl is home 
most nights 
safe 
looking at drawings 
of kangaroos 
on the wall 
or places 
on Channel 5 
where he bought 
irises 
or carp 
Alaska is a place 
he has long given up on 
but he likes to pin 
postcards he gets 
from his brother 
on a board 
in the kitchen 
to remind himself 
he won't be going 
The poinsettia 
near the window 
don't draw him 
to Mexico 
where his words 
felt different 
lighter 
I often see 
his silhouette 
on the blinds 
We haven't met 
He may not know my face 
should he see me 
in the street 
The women in his life 
are cold 
I make couscous 
for them 
when they drift 
into mine 
tourists 
who spend a night 
inside my life 
before the next night 
the next body 
taking away 
what they can 
before dawn 
Some tell me 
of the fool's gold 
they found 
in his apartment 
It doesn't shine 
Mine doesn't 
either 
I have goyishe customs 
and hold back 
They don't like that 
He doesn't 
but from what they say 
he holds back 
in other ways 
I miss something 
when he is out 
I wonder 




Karl is blond 
a porn producer 
thirty-nine 
He's alone 
most of the time 
lets his beard grow 
speaks to himself 
in whispers 
I have koala drawings 
on my wall 
I sell balloons 
I speak to myself 
in whispers 
The women in my life 
think I'm not 
shaping up 
They compare~ me 
I wonder 
if Karl gargles water 
needs to relieve his head 
serenades reindeer 
Sometimes I think 
the moon crouches ·· 
inside us 
Karl has insurance 
I don't 
His liver 
can deal with tequila 
better than mine 




I don't tell myself 
what I drive 
I like tall women 
but the women tell me 
I have only 
a piddling job 
He likes short women 
They don't like him 
Life isn't anything to do 
with liking 
Karl and I are the same 
I know his eyes 
are sad 
He listens to music 
at night 





he keeps his lights dim 
That way 
he won't see 
where he's going 
I shut off mine 
Seeing where I'm going 
can no longer help 
23 
two photos / Roni Wilson-Vinson 
Bandages / Michael Mirolla 
Maybe it was only his imagination--he couldn't be sure lately--but 
it seemed that more and more people on the street were wearing 
bandages. Some had very tiny ones, more like patches really, or 
bandaids; others were covered in great big swathes, wound round and 
round their arms. Or their chests. Or their heads. 
He looked around for signs of war. War, he knew, h ad the 
tendency to cause a flowery blossoming of bandages, many with u ntidy 
splotches of blood threatening to seep through. But, though news of 
destruction, bombings, kidnapping, and famine filled the air, all the 
wars were a long distance off and there was nothing but peace and 
sunshine everywhere in his immediate vicinity. In fact, not even the 
hint of a mail-box bomb threat. Still, the bandages proliferated. They 
even started showing up at the chic terraces and swank cafes where 
the people sat like wax statues slowly melting in the sun. 
"Bandage? What bandage?" the slinky woman at the table next to 
his said when he finally got up the nerve to ask. For a moment, she 
looked about in alarm. then laughed and went back to sipping her 
cappuchino. "Oh, you mean this"--pointing to the peach-coloured 
gauze wrapped loosely around her head. "I like the style, you know. 
It's in, the hurt look. Kinda vulnerable and innocent. The Japanese 
invented it. Or was it Khaddaffi?" 
So that was it. Like everything else, it was a matter of fashion 
and taste, perhaps tied in with the idea that it wasn't too healthy to 
look too healthy these days. Or was that it, really? 
"Fashion!" the old man on ·the park bench bellowed when it was 
suggested that he was right in style--a la mode--with the large filthy 
bandage around his left arm. "What's it bloody well got to do with 
fashion? Do you think I enjoy walking around with this pus-spewing 
wound that won't heal? And for which the doctors can do not a bloody 
thing, except to say it's the result of growing old. Eh, young man? 
Answer me that. Do you think it's fashionable to have to change the 
dressing twice daily, to have to tum my face away from my own flesh 
and blood? Here, you wanna see it? You wanna see this fashion, as you 
call it?" , 
And, all the while, under the green shade and the peaceful 
twittering of birds and children, the old man was busy unravelling his 
increasingly caked covering. With every layer the old man took off, the 
bloody-yellow spot became more noticeable, larger in size, more 
frightening. He began to move away, backing out of the park. 
"I'll show you fashion," the old man screamed as he chased him, 
the bandage flapping in the wind. "Stop! Stop that man! I want to 
show him something. He won't let me show it to him." 
He escaped into an alley, all out of breath. hiding behind a huge 
pile of rubbish, some of it--judging by the scent and consistency--from 
the hospital across the way. From there, he saw the old man rush by, 
now waving a completely bandage-free arm. How much it h ad 
withered was frightening. 
So it wasn't all fashion. There were actually some people out 
there who were hurt, wounded, not whole. And they wore the 
bandages to keep the hurt from spreading, from tumbling out into the 
street and just laying there. Or maybe flopping about obscenely at the 
end of some jagged flesh. And he learned to tell the fashionables from 
the truly hurt. Not that it was easy. for you could go from fashionable 
to hurt in a matter of seconds, so that a chiffon head dressing for the 
avant-garde gallery opening might quickly tum into a life-saving 
tourniquet when the bomb exploded (dissident scorned artists being 
most ferocious). Of cou rse, the reverse wasn't as likely but there were 
cases of genuinely ill people disguising their hurt with fashion 
accessories. Or continuing to wear the bandages after the hurting was 
over. Anything to keep the attention they had so painfully earned. 
And once the s trangeness of bandaged people wore off, he began 
to think less and less of it till it became routine to see the streets 
filled with partial mummies. Oh. he still had the occasional startle, 
such as the acrobat who fell from a tree, bandages around both legs, 
and exclaimed: "I'm telling you it's the atmosphere; it' s the acid rain. 
It drops on you out of the sky and where it strikes you it sizzles and 
bums and eats away the flesh." But that was to be expected. As was 
the psychiatrist who gave a lecture on how to "Cover your psychic 
scars" which he attended. It was the same old thing really with the 
healing and bandage metaphors writ large across the blackboard and a 
soft-spoken man explaining how the modern world could not save 
itself as it was bleeding internally. bleeding from a huge gash few even 
noticed, and how the wrappings were only stopgap measures, perhaps 
not even covering the right wounds, etc., etc. He walked out when the 
psychiatrist launched into his demonstration of how to spot the hurt 
centres. 
The closest he came to recovering his old excitement was at a 
show given by a troupe of performers wrapped completely in bandages 
from head to toe--not even allowing holes for eyes or breathing space 
for mouths. The performance took place in the middle of a park--the 
old man's park. In fact , there he was still looking at his ann. The 
actors, after forming a circle around a maple tree and walking the 
circumference of the park, led each other blindly on to the platform. 
an abandoned octagonal bandstand. In the silence that followed, or 
perhaps it was only his concentration that shut everything else out as 
he strained to see, they slowly unravelled each other's bandages, gently 
unwound the white gauze, till the only things left on the platform were 
several mounds of cloth, light as the feathers of invisible birds . 
27 
Your Eyes / Octavio Paz 
Your eyes are the country of lightning and tears, 
silence full of words, 
storms without wind, ocean without waves, 
imprisoned birds, golden drowsy beasts, 
topaz as cruel as the truth, 
fall in the clearing in the woods, the light sings 
in the shoulder of a tree and all the leaves 
take flight, 
beach the morning discovers decked out with eyes, 
fruit basket of fire, 
lie which nourishes, 
mirrors of this world, doo:r;-s from far away, 
tranquil pulsation of the ocean at noon, 
the unconditional which flutters, 
a wilderness. 
Translated by James Graham 
Facing the Sea / Octavio Paz 
The wave has no form? 
Carving itself in an instant 
and crumbling in the next, 
the rounded wave emerges. 
Its movement is its form. 
2 
The waves draw back 
- buttocks. back and nape of neck -
and then return 
- breast, mouth and foam - . 
3 
The sea dies of thirst. 
It writhes on its bed of rocks, 
without anyone present. 
The sea dies of thirst for the air. 
Translated by James Graham 
29 
.. doomed to intelligence . .... / jw. mccullough 
you see what im saying? you see what im saying..... 
nova in the mirror is avon. 
as plain as the glass in my face is the out of the blue 
of my eyes. 
indigo indigoing indigone. 
we are/now were the movies. 
never were/now are 
the special effect. 
you have to see what im saying. 
if youre never in fashion youll never be out of it. 
this aint the story of the mule and the carrot. 
oh, clothes make the man, but what makes the baby? 
take away the mirror, away goes the maybe. 
thats style. 
an effect. take a look! , , , , well!? . . . . . what 
are you looking at? im a mirror, ok, , , an effect. 
i am a mirror. you see what im saying? 
you see what im saying, you have to see what im saying. 
mirrors cant talk. 
mirror gets you in the business 
mirror illusion keeps you there. 
on the wall. 
do a humpty dumpty and, . , , , , . ~ . crack!and 
some smart lawyer schedules some worries insteads some 
seven year hex to a three to five one still the loneliest # 
to whos the fairest of them all. (?) 
thats history! 
doomed to intelligence. 
. before americans ate soup w/big spqons up thru the hyphened 
last name prominence of the cosby show 
the/our/my only consideration of history is the 
thinking blues. indigo, , . , indigoing, , , , indigone out 
of the blue to its namesake! 
and where did we get we are/now were the -movies? 
never were/now are 
the special effect? 
heaven scent. sometimes it seems heavensent. 
but no matter from where its spent from its still only 
a penny, and asked what is this feeling genius, well ... 
how about working that steering wheel on the back of the 
hook and ladder or simply settle for position of caboose? 
simplier still, , , same as last time, the guess that never 
fell i guess indigo. , , , , , , .indigoing. , , , , .indigone . 
doomed to intelligence. 
a life hallmark cards never knew and the same for 
the r and b tune with the funky BREAK! 
and love: as sweet as the first cookie the fat person 
eats saying it doesnt matter anymore. 
so same as dreams come truth. 
and when was the first time you had a dream you wanted came/ 
truth you could do in your sleep / same as lasttime / today 
only truth can come / as dreams since youre asleep/ cant 
get to a phone / to dreams below the neck / who couldnt tell 
a mirror move / from a moving picture / for 
a special effect. 
let me explain. 
first remember when your parents said dont 
get smart with me and you went and did something stupid 
in front of them? 
ok. 
take it a bit further. indigo. 
my old man was a mirror. 
imagine if i did that. 
but i look at him and i see me. and he looks at me and 
i see me. wheres he at? 
a mirror shadow boxing! 
see him wheres he at? 
i dont know! 
we, mom and me, nailed his best suit to the floor 
making believe it was his shadow making believe 
he went out in style! 
a kid can opener who wanted to grow up torpedo. 
while sleep eating weeks like wheaties and all the nerve 
backtalking the dj. on the morning zoo. 
a cheerleader believing he made everybody scream. 
me! 
did i dance out of the womb! 
i came out swinging! 
my mother used to hit people with me! still a dream? 
hey, i needed a haircut ..... soi was a broom too! 
held below the belt by the wifemare. and thats before 
dreams were below the neck! 
i slept, sure. 
as plain as the glass in my face is the blue of my eyes 
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my glare kept. . 
kept under a pile of leaves shed thrown over me 1d swept 
were i slept this up. this 
it. eeeekkkkeed out slow from beneath to smokey wisp 
at first to become a steel fog. 
a cotton candy to dull diamonds. 
as easily stunting with your back to it - backed up to it. 
smashed flat ! looking to increase enough in front of it/ it 




next w/o then . next w/o thee . next w/o the x . 
and next! 
above the neck. 
eyes. 
pulled back in ones head with fingers layed over the 
tops of those balls and place a warm tip of the index 
to the pupil fingered it nipple. 
well i woke up! 
i used my head. i got real. 
cause they could still go kaput and i was history. 
i became history. used my head and started memorexing 
on the slide after school. i was real 
to reel frailing frames per second hurricane 
driven windmill from the ribs. indigoing. 
something id say youd have to be dreaming, but you see what 
im saying! 
you have to see what im saying. 
mirrors cant talk. 
movies learned to. 
they said they dont make movies like they used to so 
i taught them and let me in - thru the looking glass as 
plain as the glass in my face gets you in ~e business 
and they let me and subsequently you in too - thru the 
looking glass in the blue in my eyes illusion keeps you 
there 
so you are/now were the movies too. 
and all as ones the 
special effect. 
let me start simple. 
doomed to the head of the class starts first grade. 
i was a teenage wifebeater. hitman for the mom! 
my mother used to hit people with met she saying, 
".... take that you, , , , , see, some people to make a bed and making a 
bed are the same thing , , , and , , , , butt out bub , , , to 
some people being good at something and not having to practice 
are the same . , , , , scram chump . , , , shaking hands and shaking hands 
arent the same thing , , , , , chop that table, crack that chair 
youre turning b~ue., , , cant have you catching cloud and some , , 
some people thinking making ends meet is each one thinks the 
other is going somewhere!". 
a split decision! red firetruck of a different color! 
or 
as moralists would have it. 
the line between speaking your mind and finally having 
to give a damn to 
the one so thin a man standing in saturday night can reach 
?ve: and shake hands with one facing him in sunday morning. 
1nd1gone. 
doomed to intelligence . ! . 
started simple. 
the aboriginals. 
a few examples in order. 
~e aboriginals believed they sang up the country. 
1n other words, or melodies, they sang the world into 
existence. song lines / walking blues. 
samuel goldwyn walked across this country and look at 
the world he created. 
donald trump gets a key to a city. willie sutton didnt 
need one to get in. cause thats where the money is. 
and 
talk is cheap 
i do it in my sleep. thinkings cheaper! 
turn on the tv? leave it to beaver? 
jerry lewis has a telethon! 
you dont fuck with comedy yet! 
this isnt magic. 
you see what im saying. 
if this world was flat, crazy or not, we could jump 




a stare that saw the whirld! thru the shine in his shoe 
lets you view from the tip of his tap. 
hat. 
and thats not magic either. 
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you see what im saying. 
and thats history! 
smashed flat! 
simple now as mountains to maps. a few months back. 
backed up to it. 
out of the blue when that wall came down! 
which one, which? 
(my old man in a previous has been? 
"was it glass, which one which or was it brick which, 
one which?") 
nnnaaaaa. that one Just skin as the glass in my face. 
the one fle/a/shn'blood as the blue in my eyes was 
the only 
one which 
could have only have 
been 
the one in 
berlin! 
a mirror til someone got tired watching themself hit 
a brick wall. 
a brick wall 
that finally got someone tired to look at themself. 
thats just one which. 
and thats history. 
and thats magic. 
and youll never see what im saying. 
next. 
noone ever soon to make a movie as common 
sense never just was 
a 
special effect. 
ps. adora champagne for my real friends 
real pain for my sham friends. 
doomed to intelligence . ! . 
Tim Callahan 
Footprints/ Colin Sargent 
A man and a woman are sitting over there at a table, bending over a 
pair of tropical drinks. Automobiles buzz by, as they are at a cafe in a 
square in the center of town, not more than 25 yards from the spot 
where travelers have to decide whether to go north or south. From 
here it looks as if they are whispering, but then the woman gets up 
and walks to the wall, looking at the road as if it is the ocean, as if the 
tar is .going to roll up into surf and smash this silver car, which has 
just turned on its headlights, into the cafe's yellow wall and drain back 
into itself until all is motion surrounding the cafe, the night doing 
everything in its power to reinforce the sensation, patrons lizard-still 
beneath the cool umbrella tables while everything else is moving, 
moving, disappearing into the night until the man looks up and sees 
the woman staring at the abyss, he walks up to her and puts his arm 
around her shoulder, the drinks cool bells on the floating tablecloth, 
the arch of her heels swashy as she pulls a leg partway up her dress 
while she tells him that they need to spend some time apart, that her 
feelings for him aren't what she'd hoped they could be at this point, 
and they both look over the wall and the man thinks of her feelings, 
trying as hard as he can to imagine what she feels but all he can do is 
stare down at his two hands, and yet he knows that he should be 
careful of her feelings and so he takes them to the only place he 
knows where they'll be safe, the place where planes are taken out in 
the desert so they won't rust. B-24 Liberators and B-1 7 Flying 
Fortresses parked in vanishing points at Davis Mon than Air Force Base, 
Arizona, so arid there that generations of inventory are stored there in 
case nations decide they want to- conduct World War II all over again, 
and so he imagines the women he's known taxied out into position 
under the desert sky, the secret ones covered by tarps, pools of red 
nail polish dripping slowly into the sand, caretakers strolling by to 
ensure the aging process is stopped properly, chocks rolled under the 
wheels and the party dresses hanging limply like indoor flags above 
the desert floor. He's crossed the mountain now and is heading down, 
over the purple threshold and onto the tarmac, with security lax in 
recent decades it's easy enough to slip through the turrets and M-60s 
to where the women are kept, and.when he reaches her hand she 
responds easily to his touch, her eyes slide onto the runway as they 
leap into the night over the resort towns with their restaurants below, 
little pockets of light where more people are dining, convinced they 
know each other, colorfully dressed and fronting the ocean like the 
best rich friends they are, inseparable, navigating the dark coastline 
and suddenly veering north, alone in a car, evening towns behind 
them rising out of the ocean that's far from the desert, far from 
sherbet Oceana and the lonelies in Virginia, the airplanes whirring 
below Heaven like obedient stars. 
Timothy Kelly 
What washes away, 
washes away me, 
my god. 
bloody-headed vultures spread and sun their wings, 
from cactus, 
they walk the beach, you, 
you 
comb back your wet-darkened hair and watch 
this deep-distanced space for the slick muscle-backed rising-breathing dolphins. 
They seem darker than dolphins should be to me 
and you laugh, 
stop laughing, 
and poke your toes in the sand. 
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What We Know / David Bean 
I wake up when Barry and Emo come through the darkened 
dorm television room. There is an off-white glow coming from the 
test pattern on the t.v. screen. They look for me, shouting, "Flora, 
Flora. God damn, where's our favorite. Where's our mora mora, Flora, 
Flora." Their words slur out of their mouths, eyes like slits, heads 
twitching. They convulse into spooky laughter, but they're too drunk 
to see me or see anything. I hear them stumbling down the hall, 
punching the walls along the way. I'm sandwiched between the couch 
back and this sophomore from Dartmouth. We are like spoons. He's a 
writer, he says, and shy. I imagine him wrtting pages and pages, never 
showing it to anyone, never getting a reaction. His dull grey eyes are 
what I noticed, earlier, at a party. 
Grinding his firm little butt into me, he moans and it's actually 
more like a long grunt. 
There's this unspoken thing between us; he won't do anything 
unless I start it. I knew he'd be polite like this and excited. Guys are 
always so excited. He and I won't do anything but kiss, teasy little 
kisses and some rubbing. Nothing serious. He'll go back to his college 
and tell all his buddies about the best woman he ever had, me, Flora. 
He'll say if you're ever up in Burlington at U .V.M. you've got to look up 
this psych major, Flora. Flora knows what you want, she's the best. 
We won't have done anything, nothing at all, and yet I'll have been the 
best scrump for him and all his bullshit buddies. 
I want him to know something that's too real, something that 
he'll remember long after he forgets me. I want him to know about my 
twin sister, Norajean. · 
"Have you ever been on Amtrak?" I ask him. 
"Yeah, maybe, but not up here. Amtrak goes up here?" His voice 
is raspy, but friendly. 
All the drinks have made my head feel unusually clear, it's a fake 
clearness when all thoughts seem amazing. "There were Barry and 
Emo," I tell him. "The two rugby players who just came through, and 
my twin sister, Norajean. We were on an Amtrak train from Boston to 
Montreal and the train stopped on a siding. A blue lake spread out on 
one side of the tracks and this was .,going to be a long delay, but we 
somehow got out of the train. It was sunny and warm, so warm 
Norajean and I wanted to go swimming or at least feel how the water 
was," I say. I slip my blouse back on and get up because he's really 
listening. I have his attention and he turns toward me like he wants 
me back underneath the blankets with him. I can't.stop myself from 
talking, hardly knowing what I will say next. 
"A twin sister?" he asks. 
"We were going east," I say. I ignore his question and stand near 
him, just out of reach in my unbuttoned red oxford blouse. My bra is 
tangled somewhere in the blankets he lies beneath. As I motion, my 
breasts sway and stand up firm. He catches his breath, running his 
tongue over his lower lip for something to do. "And a westbound 
express came barrelling through, almost immediately, going by so 
close that we all four looked at each other to make sure we were still 
there. Then it was quiet," I say. My finger is to my lips, signing quiet 
and I lean nearer for a moment. "Norajean played dumb as we crossed 
the tracks. She was always kind of flaky, that's why it happened to 
her, that's what put it all to an end. She just stood on one of the rails, 
running her bare foot across it, stroking it. We tested the water which 
was too cold, but wonderful to stand near. Norajean was lying on that 
one rail, on her back, moving back and forth on the rail as if she 
itched. As she slid down the rail, her dress kept sliding up." 
Barry is upstairs, kicking the fire escape door. Emo laughs. 
'Then the conductor yelled at us," I tell him. "We were 
supposed to be in the train. We looked at him like he spoke a dead 
language or something. As the three of us crossed the tracks, 
Norajean was lying there on that eastbound rail. Her dress was hiked 
most of the way up her hips. She slid up and down the rail, sliding 
faster. She looked up at me with one of her half-drunk, half-asleep 
smiles. 'Flora, these rails, these rails are warm,' Norajean said. Then 
we were off the track and standing, watching as this train, another 
express, started the tracks shaking. Norajean's whole body moved like 
it was asleep. She saw the train and sort of smiled and lay there. Her 
underwear showed as she slid the rail in quick blurring motion. Then, 
at the last possible moment, with the train horns blasting warning, she 
rolled over like she might roll over in bed. I helped her up where 
she'd rolled off the rails and her body was wet and mushy. We both 
stood there as the train streaked by us, so close I could have reached 
out and touched it. When the train was by it turned quiet. Norajean 
stood there laughing, her whole body shaking loose." 
He's sitting up, the blankets have fallen around his waist. I swirl 
my fingers through his chest hair and he smiles. We know what he 
wants. 
"Really?" he says. 
"I didn't make up my twin sister," I tell him. My voice is 
indignant. He reaches out his hand, beckoning me and I hear Barry 
and Emo down the hall, bothering my roommate. I caution him with 
my hands. ''Do you hear them? They're with my sister, it's Barry and 
Emo. Hear them?" 
"Yeah," he says. · "Your sister? Is your sister always like that?" 
"Most always," I tell him. I grab my pants, my bra and shoes 
before he can grab me. ''You're a fiction writer?" I ask. 
"Yes," he says. "Yes, I am." His voice sounds overly excited, 
awake. "Words," he stutters, "sometimes words just aren't enough." 
He shrugs as if he can't quite understand and he seems to include me 
in his shrug as if neither of us understands. But I know, I know all 
kinds of stuff he'll never guess. 
"Nothing makes much sense," I say. I step away, arching my 
back in a posing gesture. "It was never supposed to," I tell him. I'm 
trying desperately to remember what name I called my twin sister. I 
have another story, another story for this writer and until I put my 
pants on, he'll listen to any story I have, anything and want to believe 
it. He'll listen all night and with everything inside him he'll want to 
believe. 
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The Best of Everything/ Paul Grillo Ratio Studiorum / Paul Grillo 
Metaphysics / Kenneth Bernard 
I have often wondered why sneezes come in twos. One sneeze 
almost always seems lost without the other. Of course there must be a 
scientific, a physiological explanation of it, but I am interested in the 
metaphysics of it. There are metaphysics to everything. That is why I 
have no friends but lots of acquaintances. The simplest statements 
seem very complex to me. I distrust language totally. It covers 
everything up. Metaphysics is murky, but it tells more. One of my 
acquaintances said recently, "Alice is really sick." My mind became 
alive with possibilities, but I asked him nothing. Instead I mumbled. 
Maybe I murmured. I made some agreeable sound. My perturbations 
were unnecessary. It turned out Alice screams at him when he opens 
a new loaf of bread before the end pieces of the old one are finished. I 
was far gone on other possibilities and could have kicked him. "I've 
got to go," I said. No doubt he thought me callous. Right after I left I 
realized I had been mistaken. True, Alice was not "really sick." But 
that was not the point. I had misperceived. Harry (that was his name) 
had called Alice sick because she screamed at him when he opened 
new loaves before finishing old. That was what had happened. What 
did it really mean? It was, of course, a metaphor, and all metaphors 
are metaphysics. Why didn't he finish old loaves? Why did it bother 
her so much? Why was he so aggrieved over it that he called her sick? 
Was he perhaps punishing her with ill health because he felt guilty? 
Then there is the question of who (Alice, probably) finished the old 
loaves. Was the bread thereby unpleasant to her? That is, if Harry 
were to eat the old loaves to the bitter end, would she then have eaten 
them also, quite happily? Perhaps it was not the bread at all, but his 
presumption. "I am not the eater of the ends of old loaves which you 
spurn," Alice might be thinking. Of course, they could simply throw 
away the ends. But that raises economic, moral, and sociological 
questions that complicate the issue. What is the issue? Why is she so 
vehement and he so distraught? Is bread merely a convenient pretext. 
an emblem of other, deeper (deeper?). irritations? Is Harry saying 
something like, "You are fit only for ~rusty bread" or "Take my 
leavings"? And is Alice saying, "You are a user, an exploiter, and have 
no respect for women"? Probably not. It would have helped to see 
Alice when she screamed at him, to hear what Harry said, if anything. 
What was she wearing? What time of day was it? Did he leave? And if 
so, what did she do after mashing the bread he undoubtedly left? 
(Why such a violent image?) Will Harry now secretly throw away the 
ends of loves and lie about it, saying he got up in the night for a peanut 
butter sandwich, and if so, why? Why does it matter so much? Was he 
poorly brought up by his mother? Somehow I see Alice as fuming over 
this. She thinks of it during the day, when she showers and cooks, 
before she goes to sleep. It gnaws at her. (Like a rat in the night? 
Which part of her--her body, her brain? Am I being coy?) When Harry 
makes love to her she thinks, "This man leaves me the end pieces of 
old loaves while he eats new ones." Harry thinks, "She is sick, sick, 
sick. Why does she scream at me? Why am I here? What is life all 
about?" They have quite a time. Obviously this issue, whatever it is, 
did not arise suddenly. It clearly has been a growing thing. I don't 
ever recall Harry's leaving end pieces. (Perhaps they kept it a secret. 
Or a secret from me.) What concatenation of events triggered his first 
transgression? And Alice, I am sure, was not immediately offended by 
it. When, and why, did she decide to be bothered by it? When it 
occurred to her that she might one day be an end piece? Does she see 
a fresh loaf on Harry's horizon? Harry, of course, must be 
smouldering, too. He earns a good income. He has a sense of humor. 
He does not require that she eat the pieces he spurns. He is not 
generally wasteful. The fact is that some people don't like end pieces 
and some do. Some are probably indifferent to them. Some discover 
quite suddenly in mid-life that they do or don't. In most things you 
either do or you don't. But Alice obviously is in no condition even to 
know whether she likes end pieces. They are all rat poison to her. Of 
course I haven't heard her side of it yet. That will make it very 
complicated. (Too complicated?) Would it be the same if he left mid­
pieces (or dregs of orange juice)? Or better or worse? Some 
husbands routinely trim the crust off all their bread. Some husbands 
strain their orange juice, or butter toast on the table instead of on a 
plate. And some wives go mad with it. I saw them several times at a 
distance and could think only "end pieces" and "sick." I was wrong to 
walk off from him. When I see him again, I say, "Harry, about those 
end pieces--" He stares at me. He doesn't know what I am talking 
about. What an opportunity he is missing. How much he does not 
know. "Forget it," he says. "What are you and Althea doing this 
weekend?" I allow the pause to become pregnant. "That's difficult to 
say," I answer slowly. But it is all perfectly clear. He is seeking a 
social evening. Why am I giving him a hard time? Why am I off ended? 
Why do I care? He continues to stare at me. I stare back. He is 
wondering about me. We are sinking into metaphysics, but I know 
nothing will come of it. 
Further Reflections: 
1. Why are both end pieces left until the end? Obviously Alice also 
does not eat the first end piece. 
2. I don't, on reflection, think it would be the same if Harry left the 
dregs of orange juice. It is somehow important. also, that a loaf of 
bread is baked. Alice could never see herself as orange juice dregs. 
Further, no new woman in Harry's life would be perceived by her (or 
by him, for that matter) as an orange. This is not necessarily true for 
everyone. 
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3. Were the situation reversed, I don't think it would bother Harry, 
mainly because he would never identify himself with left-over bread. 
If, however, Alice refused to let him buy new shoes, that might upset 
him. 
4. The phrase "to the bitter end"--if Harry so ate the loaves, with Alic 
joiniqg in "happily," would that not be sadistic of her? And when 
Harry perceived it, might he not then throw the crust in her face? 
And might that not even be what she wanted? This is very dark. 
5. Harry's lie about the peanut butter sandwich would gradually ruin 
Alice's health, because she would suspect he is lying and begin 
sleeping lightly to catch him out (interesting phrase). But by the time 
she could triumphantly claim "You did not get up last night," she 
would be an insomniac and have lost twenty pounds. 
6. Harry and Alice have three children, nearly grown. They 
apparently don't eat the end pieces either. 
7. I see this as more of a morning than an evening problem. Does this 
say more about me? 
8. The phrase "too complicated'~: everything is too complicated? 
9. And finally (I can't begin to get into this just yet), is something like 
cancer, say, metaphysics, a metaphor? Probably, especially if we view 
it from the point of view of an advanced gangrene. 
Paul Lawrence Dunbar/ Debbie Lukjanovs 
He fills this house, these cracked streets. 
He watches, 
silent among faded flowers 
drinking from a cane flask 
vomiting blood from ruined lungs. 
A proud black woman 
in the parlor 
tells us of his death at 33, 
the 23rd Psalm afloat 
on his black swan lips. 
Shiny, glorious 
keeper of his name, 
she richly reads his poem, 
strips off his 
mask of myriad subtleties. 
We stand, raw and shaken, 
our own masks peeled loose; 
forgotten among his black bones, 
his rage of words. 
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Diary in Shorthand of an Agnostic New Age Believer 
or 
My Ethnocentric Pop Pan-Ameurvirlcanisn;:J.!1~:l:=:e as 
A Lost & Lonely Cultural S vor 0 
/ Ken Bristol 
Vicariously I love. 
Like the Steppenwolf 
lost in a labyrinth, dazed and amazed, 
by conundrum. 
looking for the game of games , 
and discovering Kung or Jung 
the arcane or the mundane 
the real and the imagined. 
And 1 find myself wondering abo~t . . . 
the categoric imperative or the impenal dialectic 
the linear or the cyclic 
evolution or revolution . 
uniformitarianism or catastroph1sm 
while looking for the game of games. 
I am wondering whether we have reached 
the end of the world or the end of history? 
Hiroshima or Fukuyama . 
the Iron Curtain or Jane Curlin 
glasnost or glass jaw ?)
(that is can Mikhail row the boat ashore. 
the Beriin Wall or Humpty's wall . 
(better known as the Domino Theory in reverse) 
Mandela, the wheel of life. . 
or the wheel and the rack of pam 
and still looking for the game of games 
and waiting for the global village 
to emerge from future shock 
in a cultural lag synthesized from 
defunct dialectic materialism . . 
and bankrupt economic impenahsm . 
fuelled by Japanese business Ill:anagement techniques 
and central European sense of industry 
to catch up to itself 
in the fulness of time------­
and for all that, yet I am still 
looking for the game of games . 
and finding only (well, yes, I do not apologize) -----
Jesus ---
Master, Rabbi, Lord God, Saviour, Son of Man, the Christ, Messiah --­
Nietzsche ---
Student, Professor, Son of Luther, Lexographer, Anti-Christ, Pariah---
Superman ---
the play. the master-race, the comic ---
Amalgam of both traditions 
and our tonic. 
Diversion too within the interregnum 
between the eschatology we miss 
and the frontier of the heavens. 
(Was it not the kingdom people of the church 
who founded the last free nation of the earth?) 
The Renaissance and Reformation lit the wick 
that constitutionalized our body-politic. 
And our secularized kingdom of heaven among us , 
our Manifest Destiny is the expanded Monroe Doctrine 
(i.e. a united nations and a federation of planets, et. al.) 
and our millenium began with our post-WWII nuclear umbrella 
and Star Wars and Sputnik 
and continues with the Trekkies and Spockniks . 
And if Reisman is right 
what is left for the outworking of Manifest Destiny 
if not for perpetually adolescent males 
to conquer space ("the final frontier") 
and infect the planet Venus? 
What? 
McDonald's in Moscow? 
T.V.s for Bangladesh? 
Shopping malls for the Amazon River Basin? 
A.I.D.S. for East Germans? 
Abundance for what? 
"We have seldom bothered to stockpile hopes. 
not for a rainy but for a sunny day." 
Much less when the Eve of Destruction 
appears to have dawned on a global reconstruction. 
Vicariously I live. 
Thru the assumptions that consume the lives (like consumption) 
of old wives and ancient children 
who live in rebellion to reason 
captive to Awe 
and subject to the law of the season. 
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And I, self-appointed liaison between 
noumena and phenomena, 
Seer of past and future 
illusion and reality
the doors of perception and the search for the miraculous, 
hope their circular reason of faith 
is not just a cyclical tease reworked 
but, Kierkegaardian (at the very least) --- leapt 
to an upper story of "rebirth." 
(Itself an•historically and socially located concept 
or category, an amalgam, or cross-pollenation, or syncretism 
of systems and mysteries, 
Mithraic, Zoroastrian, and Essene 
combined with the Gnostic 
and eventually wedded to antidisestablishmentarian 
Wesleyan Methodism and ultimately secularized 
under the rubric "conversion.") 
Yes, like "rebirth" (and "resurrection" too, for that matter). 
"faith" and "hope" and "charity" 
while comforting sentiments 
may have their genesis in the mind of man 
and not necessarily in the mind of God. 
But socially defined reality is reality constructed still 
and their radical impact to first century man 
lies in their Juxtaposition to the "Pax Romana" 
and the "Deus Civitas." 
And is it not possible, incidentally, for God 
to use such charismatic revolutionary concepts 
as "faith," "hope," and "love" 
to transform an empire in a kairotic moment? 
Well, possibly perhaps, tho' not necessary. 
They could as well operate independently, 
if we believe in coincidence instead of .God. 
And "God" as well 
(beyond the postulated prime mover) 
might only be our best guess 
when revelation fails 
(but not my courage) 
for I do not rail against creation 
(" . . . in the beginning was entropy, 
and nothing existed unless created ex nihilo . . . ")
nor do I believe God is immanent, 
but that He is transcendent 
and I am immanent, 
and a galactic tightrope walker, a knight of faith. 
This, and this only remaining mystery 
saves me from La Nausee. 
Will we make the "leap of faith"? 
And find the final "master-race"? 
Angels, devils (celestial he-men) 
That, by Von Daniken! spiked our semen? 
Or will we find a U.F.O.? 
Or old man with beard like snow? 
Or George Bums? I don't know. 
But I care. 
Because I know He must be there. 
So I read and pray and make my guess 
hope by faith He'll curse or bless 
(silence only bludgeons those 
who look the way the Spirit blows.) 
So, like the Steppenwolf and Seer 
I lie in wait and look in mirror 
thru a broken looking glass 
or Grecian urn both forward-past 
~I'm frozen on the cusp of both 
1n the tension of repose.) 
V~c~ously alive --- (Good-bye Jean-Paul) 
V1canously alove --- (Hello Saint Jean) 
Victoriously above --- (Welcome Jean-Luc) 
But not alone. (Thank you, Ronald Ray-gun.) 
Inspired by Lawrence Ferlinghetti's 
"I Am Waiting" and by Sociology 1 O 1, 
H. Richard Neibuhr and dedicated to the 
idealistic materialism of Charles S. Pierce 
and Americans everywhere. 
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dusk: / Charlie Mehrhoff 
insane these threads that tie words together. 
my dead lover's wings. we're loosing everything. 
everything. 
the rain working its way through my coat. the 
tears of a generation.. my grandfather stirring 
from his grave. memories. rice fields. a B-52 
forever dropping its load. i want to learn 
how to dance. i must learn how to dance. dance 
my pain. dance. 
The Planting/ Charlie Mehrhoff 
i must be a ghost. 
i float through people. 
smoke. 
and i can see the future. 
and i can see the future. 




?ancing, dancing, dancing, 
1n these streets 
of his own design . 
take it back. 
women bathe 
in the river. 
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Xenophobia in New Jersey/ John Tytell 
The Friendly Club 
exists 
to plant lilacs in sewers, 
licorice in local lavatories, 
and applaud liars in public places. 
We paint zeroes on zebras 
in the zoo and fly 
buzzards and flamingoes 
through the supermarket. 
For the equinox 
we tuned the George Washington Bridge 
to a xylophone. plucking 
"America The Beautiful" on its 
steel cables through the night. 
Boo! / Lila Dlaboha 
In memory of Rostyslav Senenko 
Nice nod, if you look back at history. folks 
wore all kinds of helmuts, but they don't come 
close to those you've got stacked on your stoned head! 
that newspaper-paper catalog was amazingly safe 
in your fingertips, though you were hanging off 
the couch about two inches above the floor 
next we spoke was 1: 10 a.m., that was yesterday 
as I remember it today, on this police-blue 
night, and this guy next to me is smirking 
at a kid getting his 
cheek rubbed to some concrete by a cop. 
There was a couple up in the second-floor room 
of the Fulton Hotel. This chick was so comfortable 
there in the window and we were all down 
the street like members of her family, but 
it was 8th Avenue and only I walked into her 
bedroom to put up very exposing drapes, for 
when she turned around and flung them far 
away to the side, baring two dimples above 
a tall ass. Drapes are great to throw around 
when you're doing a number because you never 
have to pick them up. 
It's a dark green 
night through the window screen and usually 
going places. Some cars pass by, then stop, 
then a plane flys by further away. then nothing, 
some more cars, then many. And it goes on like 
this. 
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Ashanti / Caroline Gosselin 
0 tender flesh musing on a cathedral 
of bones 
in the galleries of a fictive apple, 
Ashanti! 
Ashanti! 
You go to bathe. 
a marathon of 4,000 days & 4,000 nights , 
The Opera of Slavery 
Ashanti. with empty mask 
demystifying the pollen of dreams 
in the storefronts of governments, 
your lips are too explicit 
to be written down 
Nothing more enigmatic than your vanishing 
voice 
Truce, at present it is beautiful. 
extending proud arms--
and your hairdo of rain 
offers us a crown of lightning 
Beyond the delirium & the temptations 
we decipher the evidence 
there where you forgive the soul's confusion 
Ashanti. you are wise & naked, 
no shadow in the darkness. 
Translated from the French 
by Ira Cohen 
Spring in Prague/ Janine Pommy Vega 
Saint Agnes of the winged helmet 
looks over Wenceslas Square 
flowers bloom in the kitchen jars 
at the foot of the horse and rider. 
The local shrine, a circle 
twenty feet around. covered 
one foot thick with candle wax, 
is not for Siva 
nor Ganesh 
nor any tender neighborhood gods of Nepal 
but an avatar of fire. 
In January 1969, the winter that followed 
the Prague Spring. Jan Palach wanted 
to wake up the people. 
Th.is is just the beginning! 
Don't go back to sleep! 
He made himself into a human torch 
and took three days to die. 
In the hospital he said: Tell the people 
not to do it. It's better to live 
than to die. 
Tell them to join you. living 
in the struggle. 
Try to live. 
Now it's 1990. 
Flowers crowd the circle 
from the provinces of April 
and women and children with sturdy hands 
crowd around the candles 
burning by the photos of Palach 
a handsome man, and Mirek Zajic 
another martyr, and it's spring again 
no tanks 
a stiff wing shakes the errant dandelions 
in the rose beds. 
Prague, Czechoslovakia, April 90. 
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Mrs. Heiner's Funeral: A Radical Texas Eulogy 
I William E. H. Meyer Jr. 
This piece is for you, Jimbo Mouton. 
I underestimated my reserve. My additional courage comes from 
the witnessing to years of peace. I have heard telephone voices. 
Calling long distance. The pears are on the table. A copy of sound of 
furriers is on the coffee tableaux. Nichts mirt Read on, Johann. 
The old lady in question is a member of Saint John's Lutheran 
Church--Missouri, Texas. Dead in her haven after the clasic (sic) 
malapropism sprum (sic) the rancid waves. Needless to say this old 
woman is a fit subject for a non-fictional account. Her mind has never 
bbeen (six:sic) right. Nothing else matters. I think we can put out the 
lights. 
The old lady broke her hip chasing after a bar of soap in the tub. 
I mean, she fell into a fit of laughter thinking of Mein Kampf out of the 
blue. Never again will I attempt to get through to you what it means to 
have been a lone woman living in that old country brick home. The 
television was vintage 1950. The washer and dryer were vintage 1960. 
The cows were vintage 1969. The books she read were all from the 
early 1970s. Her own stray face brought her hefty remonstrances 
from the neighbors, some eighty miles away. To this day. I cannot 
fathom why she liked Richard Pryor. 
The old lady was a lunatic, to be sure. 
"My goodness!" was forever in her ancient eyes. Her towels were 
piled in stacks of Eiffel constructs, clean or dirty. The iron ringing 
sound of the anvil, still in her budding ears, came from the clock she 
hauled thither and yon with her--a huge black masterpiece from der 
Sweiz--weighing seventy-five pounds and fourteen ounces. She carted 
it to schooo (six:sic) to pick up her ancestors. She flung it at the table 
at meal time. She even fought with it when she bet on the Cubs. In 
her harmony of terror, she felt that she should have been cannonizd 
(sic) a New Year's wench. 
"My, my!" she would always have on her lips. 
She smiled a lot, too. 
She looked up from the hospital bed with the clearest 
intelligence known to Bum Phillips. She knew how to die, let me tell 
you . She quit thinking. 
Re: one fundral (sic) for everyone's grandmaw. A festive affaire. 
So many relatives to exploit and depare. So much food to be eaten, so 
many things not to say about this ghost of a silver vignette. Ahem! 
Now, Jimbo: listen up. The bells are ringing in the little black 
church. Mrs. Heiner had evolved along distinctly humanistic lines. 
Let's listen to the sermon by the ghost of William Faulk. "Is it 
apropos?" 
No? OK, let's go to the funeral proper. In the copper coffin lay 
the mortal metaphors of Mrs. H. Under the vast pecan, a hole was 
being made by a back-hoe. That reminds me, Jimbo. "Huh?" 
"Your house is falling in. Needs roots dug around the 
foundation." 
"Oh, sure." 
The church was almost empty. Most of the "friends" and 
relatives were in the stainless steel kitchen. Jambalaya and beans, 
barbecue and apple salad. Pies and cookies by the pickwickian scorn. 
Nevertheless, the old lady had to be dressed. Violet dress and thick 
glasses. Some rouge for the temple. Some black crepe for the 
startled pigeon. Hummocks and drill-cantos for the empty-minded. 
Robert Bauer was filled to the sanctimonious brim. His fat wife Mary 
was picking her thin teeth. 
The service began. But first some background on the ground 
they will let her in. 
Mrs. Ott Heiner was to be buried in Hamshire-Fannett Cemetery. 
By the football field and grandstands. Shorty Gaus had played second 
string and won the heart of fat Cathy N. Mrs. Heiner cou ld no longer 
stand the suspense. ''When are you two adults going to get married?" 
"Soon." 
The cemetery had a regulation: no big stones--only plaque~ and 
thin cups for flowers. The cost for digging was 425 dollars for time 
and a half on Sunday. 
I have forgotten what I was going to say: next is the blu e skies. 
Mrs. Heiner liked the clearity (sic) of the summer afternoons. 
She felt at one with nature and nature's God. She knew that she was 
fortunate not to be uninspired. Her husband had died twenty years 
before: slain on a tractor. She didn't seem to understand that this was 
not divine providence. 
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Then: the sermon began. Nearly alone in the dim church was
the din. 
"You have been happy a long time, Mrs. Lydia H. Your children 
and their miseries have scarcely been out of your ken. Light and dark 
were treated as they appeared. Evening and morning were equally OK. 
The rain and the dry air, the green and brown rice fields didn't 
matter. In your kitchen, on the veranda, from the early window. 
forever, in panic or in hysteria, you never quit. And we hated your guts 
fo~ it. Your so~ William and his son William came over every night to 
bnng you a chicken or a fist fight. You loved your newly wedded 
daughter-in-laws; you quit even talking when your mouth was full. The 
. orange ~un was long left a flying leaf; in the winter of your life you 
could still really truly eat. God be merciful to oh I guess us all. After 
the fall we shall all count sheep. Amen. R.I.P." A book or doorway
slammed. 
In from the steaming kitchen came the few. "You missed the 
farwell (sic) but thays OK. I think she will roast in hell for what you 
ha~e s~ffe~ed. I thmk her obtuse visions about life and order were just 
plain dirt ignorant. Begin the beguine. Come back to the theme. Kiss 
the corpse lest she lie uj (sic) unencumbered by the red warns 
(worms) and silly blue-bellied flies. Yes." 
. Meanwhile Poss (Milton Gaus) came in With a stick of beef ribs. 
I 1?ink you s~o1:ld hav~ ~embered (sic) the apple pie, Dad. Or the 
epigraph of Wilham Swift: Here lies a walnut seed. May it flower in 
May and May May give her charms to May and Lucy Jean." 
Let's throw the football, Milton. Let's crawl on our bellies up to
the hole and see her seat. 
Let's try not to think too much while (I'm) eating. 
Scream. 
A second scream. 
Tum that portable down! Donald Gaus, Sr., no relation to the 
dead, d~opped off to sleep with barbecue sauce on his whitening lips. 
From his d_eep slumber the sounds of a pickup could be distinctly
heard coming down yonder. 
The white mortician stood and cheered. Grease Gott!! A
eleutherius campagna, mi cara. 
On a clear day, in Hamshire-Fannett, you can see forever You 
can see League Road as it twists through the green fields of May y 0 
can find adoration given to every form of perversion. You can e~en u 
forget who you are and die again feet stuck in some cattle guard. But 
on the threatening ground, no sign. No. 
Suddenly paranoia struck the waiting bunch. 
Marcella Gaus demanded that she be allowed to unbutton her 
blouse. Helen Heiner, Bill's fat wife, said that she could just not sit 
another nght (sic). Let's go to our cars, one suggested. Let's try and 
breathe all the way to the cemetery. Forest Rice Fields. The 
proprioter (sic) was named Charles Wells. 
In the black shadow, the sun was stunned. In the heat of the 
afternoon the preacher took out his book and read the lines about the 
dust. In the heat of the day the sparrow sung not nor death decayed. 
In the middle of the last song, no one sang. No bird fly. No 
grasshopper cry. No fly flew out into the arid glade. A black and a 
white girl were married in Houston. I am you. 
I am thinking about how Adolph Heiner, son of the deceased, 
behaved that afternoon. In his green, dark pickup truck, with AM 
RICE GRO on the plate, he was stoic in the exreme (sic). His first wife 
was in the hospital. His new one was sitting far back in the black 
shade. He looked around as if to say, "My grandmother is assauged." 
No one could tell if he was really brave. He sat down on the coffin and 
thumped its copper plate. 
No flower tossed, the seed bed rose. Into the atmosphere the 
dead finally went, decomposed. There was something bitter in the 
early evening hot air. 
During the procession home, Billy Heiner, Jr., bumped the back 
of Adolph's pick-up. The police were already there (as escorts). 
"In life we are in death," said Reverend Rathgeber, the minister. 
Back at the old lady's farm house, the friends and kin folks 
gathered. Beer was drunk and a little pie touche~. ~ards were play~d 
and some laughter at the declining sun. A red nmse m the elements. a 
snorting bull at fun. 
I forget the rest of the day. My heads were spinning from too 
much love and comfort. The black clock was uprooted. It was toted 
out by the blue swimming pool.. Sallie and Ha~tie Fleischer ~ere 
drawing spidres (sic) on the sidewalk. The n01se of the evening was 
terrifically dumb. 
I wrote up the notes I had mentally collected and started home. 
In the gloom I turned to my wife and ~aid: "Let's come back soon." 
She replied that you don't return to the house of the doomed. I said, 
"Sure you do, if yoyo (non-sic) want to. Even if you don't--h?w can yo 
be sure you are writing non-fiction?" She always had a rejoinder: 
"Well, that's why you went to the University of Chicago." 
I turned off Farm Road 224 onto Interstate 610 and headed back 
to the streets of my dark beliefs. 
SICK CODA 
The following weeks any number of people were in and out of 
· the old lady's rooms. I found Marcella and Helen and Mary there one 
morning. They were arguing over the rights to the old woman's 
cassettes: the phenomenology of Buck Rogers and the Homey School 
Teacher Out West. I said, "Love thy neighbor." Remember how your 
children will treat you, when you are dead. They did not understand. 
The end of the raµical American song. 
A look around the farm brought me to the crumbling barn. I 
found just what I was looking for: the old woman's yellow bonnet, 
never used, of curse (sic). And an old androgynous bull, who 
whispered to me, seductively: 
"The old woman was a mench, take it from one Jewish hell­
raiser. She could play piano like Chopin's alter-ego. She let me fuck 
cows during the winter. She tried to be eerie." 
I understood and never bothered understanding her scorn. 
"Jimbo, let's go." 
OK 
Steel Rain / Paul Marion
On a long street 
by the black canal 
there's a man alone 
at the railing, counting
leaves in the flow, 
watching a slice of moon 
above housing blocks
drenched by a shower, 
the roofs all washed and 
soaked by the steel rain. 
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At the Cremation/ John Solt 
the body of 
poet Kondo Azuma 
is burning right now! 
in uniform 
they wheeled his coffin in 
shut the door firmly 
took off their white hats 
bowed and walked away 
the body of 
poet Kondo Azuma 
is burning right now! 
outside, taxis and buses 
are waiting 
the drivers stand around 
smoking cigarettes 
it's all in a day's work 
the black-clothed crowd 
goes to drink tea and beer 
i sit with them 
on a sunny day 
sad to lose a friend 
waiting to pick his bones 
while 
the body of 
poet Kondo Azuma 
is burning right now! 
October 26, 1988 
12:27-1:16 p.m. 
two poems / John Solt 
stop 






slowly to stop 
again 
i wrote you a long poem 
and said too much 
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a hundred umbrellas / Leza Lowitz 
Don't even shake hands anymore 
all those sumos throwing rice like it's someone's wedding. 
Don't even shake hands anymore before they 
dump each other 
in the ring, yesterday's garbage.
Don't even 
shake hands anymore. Don't even bow. 
And when it rains in Tokyo, somehow 
there's always a hundred umbrellas for every ten 
people no matter where you go 
And it's yours they steal. 
Frank bought a plain white plastic one 
and painted it With x-rated scenes. 
See, he said when we came out of the restaurant 
three beers and two five-dollar coffees later. 
No one even touched it. 
Second Place / Leza Lowitz 
In this world there are 
no mistakes, 
only accidents: Three Mile 
Island, Bhopal, and what was the name 
of the place where radiation snuck into the closets like 
an errant moth, intending to blend in, to 
change the species 
slowly, like a 
disembodied thought 
too abstract to be understood 
Come love me today, it said. 
It came between the coffee and 
bitter toast of days that stuck to each other 
like broken ribs to skin--
it danced between the sweaters in the closet, 
shaking their absent triangle heads , 
it swam between the milk turning brown 
between my teeth 
It was not poetry, there between the abstract and 
the concrete, the place not 
here but tearing at the 
walls of poem. implicating 
columns of grammatical notes a nd 
formal explanations dissembled into a 
passing film of life 
No, it was not poetry and did not dance. 
Into the bag it pulled me, into the 
wall of house soldier 
tray bridge mortar 
radio wave breast 
spectacles map 
ear cloud castle 
Into everywhere it flew · 
asking nothing but an object through which to eat. 
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four photos/ Suzuki Masafumi 

The Keeper of Strangeness / Bill Wolak 
I am the light's fever in honey. 
I am the lullaby heard in a nightmare. 
In black-eyed alleys 
and along tide-calloused wharves, 
I am the room where you find what you're missing. 
I am the dial-tone flesh of frightening-energy transfers. 
I am the expectant hands hovering over nakedness 
and the insomnia of sperm. 
My lap is a toolshed reaching dreamward. 
I am the scarecrow made of birds. 
I am the inexhaustible memory of salt. 
Out of anger, I created the wind's solitude· 
out of love, the restlessness of the rain's lo~g inhalations. 
I am the scream's only bridegroom. 
Song of the Inconsolable Survivor/ Bill Wolak 
Other lives passed through me so quickly 
that like a nimble moon's elastic cord of light 
how briefly they illuminated such obscure scars. 
Jealous as a recurrent nightmare 
still wailing at the bloated darkness ahead, 
my own life elapses quicker 
than the snapping string of a burning piano. 
Against all odds I exist 
although existence is always 
another scorched grave of lightning. 
Face calm as a map, I move tenuously 
like the earth constantly settling in a cemetery 
saying: "you do not look long into a pistol shot; 
you do not wear your own blood like make-up." 
Against all odds I have survived 
even the harassments of memory. 
I have fertilized myself with farewells 
dredging the unremitting screams for my own voice. 
For me, all light is haunted. 
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G. Lindsey Payne 
Last night I dreamed I lived on a rock as a child. It was large 
and slimy green and my rock family had built a house on top of it. We 
could go up and down carved steps in the side of the hulking rock and 
we were the only family in the history of the world that lived on a 
rock. I was the only survivor because my family died sometime 
between my birth and the awakening of my rockmemory. 
Suddenly I was twenty-four. I had been working in library 
archives or a store or somewhere and I had a lot of friends. I had 
invented a family in an apartment that was mine and thought and 
believed this every day. One day I fell and when I got up I lived on a 
rock as a child. I remembered my dead Mother and my dead Father 
and how the rock would be slippery when it rained. I had brothers 
and sisters and lived there until I was seven and they were younger. 
Father built a swing off of the rock and the rock was on a hill so that 
we could see to the edges of the earth. Mother wore perfume that 
smelled like tissue paper wrapped around an expensive present and 
every day she would take us down from the rock to play run and chase. 
We would have dinner in a rock room with the evening sun shining 
gold onto our faces and bouncing off the walls and our food. It was 
always summer and frogs and crickets would sing in the dark night air. 
Sometimes I would wake up after they had gone to sleep and it would 
be so quiet and dark that I would not recognize the warm shapes in 
bed as I slipped in beside them. I would panic at their stillness, trying 
to invade their dreams and be with them. 
After the rock death I had been raised by people I didn't know 
and everything receded from my memory. The day it came back 
people from newspapers came and asked me about my family and what 
I knew and where they were. I could see the hill where the rock had 
been. The few small rocks remaining were surrounded by long thick 
grass of the darkest green and strong. Old grass, that had been there 
since the beginning of time. 
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The Halfway House/ Harry Brody 
Where we ate acid and played pingpong until dawn. 
Where Druidly Darryl and Good Dead Lynn 
cracked croakers for painkillers to cure our cancer. 
Where counselors sold freedom for their masters 
and Pam gummed their good intentions dry. 
Where we peed for a year in a paper cup 
and bore a vial of someone's clean safe in the sock. 
Where the visitors had big, sad eyes 
and pretended we were the way to Christ. 
Where they herded us on field trips like second graders. 
Where we robbed one another for the simple pleasures 
like soda, cigarettes and sodomy. 
Where we partook of the pint of 20/20 
and chased social workers down plaster halls 
with table legs, to hear them tell it 
tom off with our talons and teeth. · 
Where we were dipped in the vat again and again 
finally formed and too frightening to free. 
Where I survived as simply as the dawn 
by shedding everything that wasn't mine. 
The Nights in '69 / Harry Brody 
1. 
Sharpened like a straightedge 
on the s tiff strop the street is 
a dotage of moonlight and down 
here these stairs affix those stars 
metabolizing garage-band chords 
on the concours d'elegance of fine-finned cars. 
2 . 
Coming home from j ail you fall asleep. 
Darkness fills your fingernails. People glance. 
Their eyes are fish silvering off, or cards 
face down. Another disturbing silence 
and you're back in bars. Winter lathers 
the yard. Nothing happens at once. 
3. 
You could as easily kill over a casual remark 
as cower in 'the cab of your Dodge 
watching your face in the rearview age. 
Who shot the S in the SHELL sign off 
shall be taken alive and sentenced to praise 
crows that confetti the fields with cries. 
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Blues on the roof of night/Joel Kuper 
We piss off the garage 
roof and drink beers 
up here 
youth without a cause 
we've fallen through 
the whiteness of screams 
as another house turns 
for darkness and sleep 
and i wonder what dreams 
shape the minds of those 
behind walls 
we are the chosen ones 
the lake of the warmth 
in the sink of existence 
we have murdered the 
future of our children 
sip o' beer and mysterious 
characters pace the yard 
run 
speed through the night 
along alleys of pain 
streets of wet rain 
in the morning everything 
will be different, yet 
no 
i sense to see the 
blue sky ocean 
widening through a 
perception of curiosity 
i live to breathe the world. 
Splashed / William I. Lengeman Ill 
I am walking down the street. (It smells like cabbage and half-truths.) 
A man comes running by--screaming. 
He should be. 
Half of his face has been eaten away by hydrochloric acid. 
Someone drove up to him and threw it in his face. 
It was in a baby food jar--one of the small ones. 
When the police dusted for fingerprints, they found none. 
Will they think to look for a person with no fingers? 
It was interesting to notice people's reactions as the man ran by. 
Some pretended not to notice. 
Maybe they were deaf and blind. 
Some stared in horror and some laughed. 
No one offered to help as there are people trained to do that. 
The EMS technicians caught up to him a few blocks later. 
He was still running. 
They had to tackle him. 
When he fell he hit his head. 
The old lady who owns the thrift shop remarked that he must have 
been on dope. 
The smaller of the two EMS attendants injected him with something. 
By this time a crowd had gathered. 
Some of them demanded to be injected with the same medication. 
This went well until the supply ran out. 
Then the crowd began to grow unruly. 
Some threw bricks. (Did you ever wonder where a rioting crowd gets 
bricks? Does each rioter bring his or her own? Does someone bring 
enough for the whole crowd? Do they actually remove them from 
nearby buildings?) 
Soon the police came. 
They arrived in fourteen cars and two vans. 
There were a total of 32 officers. 
Each one had a small baby food jar strapped to his belt. 
No one seemed to realize the significance of this. 
The man with half a face stands up. 
The medication is working well. 
He leads the crowd in a rousing singalong as they gather around a 
burning police car. 
Some roast marshmallows. 
























on my way to you / Gary Phillip Clairman 
Out the back door and d 
0 
w 






Hell isn't hot 
t build 
it's frozen n i 
e n 
frozen white as bones m g 
t s 
W r p 
a a a 
1 p s 





of the auberge jeunesse hearing in a r d 
w 
s 
row row row your boat gently 
row row stream 
merrily merrily down the stream 
merrily merrily merrily merrily 
life is but I ep onto the step 
st 
of a deppanuer and see 
r nk 
a d u e man with bloody ears talking at the 
n East Indian owner 
HEY 
HOW ARE YA? YESSIR 
I'M A HELL 
OF A GUY YESSIR 
SO DON'T WORRY 'BOUT ME. PAL NO 
DON'T YOU WORRY 'BOUT ME 
CUZ I'LL BE AROUND WHEN THEY'RE ALL GONE I'LL BE 'ROUND 





a woman w a I k i n g 
speeds up when she sees me walking towards her I wish for a way 
to tell her that I would 
never, never harm her I 
C S 
r t t 
o h r 
s e 
s e 
to ease her fear and my
shame 
the night 
peaceful as death W a 1 k i n g 
through shadows from streetl 
past windows and doors i 
g 
h 
bars and stores 
s 
and a building charred by fire 
across from a greek restaurant 








The Naked Fool / Edward Field 
Another of those electric dreams 
of coming downstairs into a party 
where everyone is clinking martini glasses 
and chatting in well-dressed groups -- to discover 
that I alone am naked like a fool. 
Nobody seemed to notice, even, 
or mind, but just the same, 
I have since decided that at least awake 
there is something I can do about it -­
grow a mustache. 
Why not clothe my face 
that like my lower parts . 
also reveals my foolishness to the world? 
No law says I have to be the only one around 
showing everything. 
What a pleasure now 
to see a dashing guardsman in the mirror, 
his eye so steady and true. 
A hairy upper lip was all it took 
to make my features more regular, 
skin bronzer, teeth whiter, 
and let's face it, I say, cocking my head, 
it gives me the devil of a smile. 
Even the dream has changed, but with a twist: 
I come downstairs, as usual, 
though this time, as if reflecting 
the mustache on my upper lip, I'm wearing 
a shirt, well covered on top, all right, 
but, still the bareassed fool, 
no pants. 
Induction / Shulamith Bat-Yisrael 
There are few things worth dying for. 
There are few things worth living for. 
Land is not enough for either. 
It's only dust. 
And under that 
The corpses buried for six thousand years. 
And under that 
The rock spewed forth 
From a thousand suns. 
And the sky is full of balls 
Like this one. 
You could have your pick of them. 
There are enough of them 
To go around 
And then some. 
Land is not enough. 
There's always something more 
Than that to drive the soldier to his duty. 
Don't shoot until you know it. 
If not, you'll miss the mark. 
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doubt/ Willem Keckler 
Snow covered hills and fields 
dark housest black frozen lakes 
blackboards without numbers 
I thought of God 
Skulls of cherubs 
Cracked like geodest 
Pouring down crystals 
I dug for fossils 
dinosaur kisses 
The priest ground them 
into talc for baby's bottom 
You wouldn't guess 
It is dark 
Standing inside 
That lantern of snow 
I felt a creepy sense of God 
Violins trapped in winter trees 
Slithering melodiest skeletons stepping out 
to play in the nightlight of snow 
grandmother's tombstone 
of metamorphic rock 
silent in the gleaming snow 
perhaps a bone fused inside 
forgive me for that, God 
black trains dazed through falling snow 
I waved to the engineer 
I watched black crows scavenge 
dead things along the tracks 
I thought of all the bones 
I would never find: 
merman. sirent centaurt 
cyclops, werewolf, vampire, 
Superman ... 
I walked beneath pine trees 
dried orange needles I sat 
I watched the silence accumulate 
(fallen almost from the stars) 
That great white figure almost seen 
Running with giant legs 
Soundlessly down vast hills 
Hiding His devastated face from me. 
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times. 
Abishag / Jere Hoar 
"I had a dream," my young wife says. She shivers and rubs her 
arms. "A rough man ran out of the woods. He meant to hurt me so I 
ran into the house and hid under the piano. He searched room to 
room, breathing like--I don't know what--a bellows, breaking down 
doors and tearing curtains. I distinctly remember a ripping sound 
when he burst in and found me. I screamed but no sound came. He 
dragged me into the light and tied me. The sunlight burned down, so 
hot, so blinding--" She looks at me accusingly. "I hated it! A thick 
rope held my wrists. I couldn't do anything about this. I couldn't 
protect us against it. You didn't help any. You were down the road." 
''Yes?" 
"He took out a pistol and shot me." 
"Where did he have it?" 
She makes an impatient gesture. "His pocket." 
"How many times--" 
"How many times what?" 
"--did he shoot you?" 
"Does that matter? Enough. Four or five. Holes opened in me, 
round holes that didn't plead--bleed, I mean. I was incapable of 
moVing. Maybe I was dead. Was I dead?" 
"Hmmm," I say. 
"Was I dead? Tell me." 
"You were not dead." 
"What does it mean? I was terrified. I thought my heart would 
burst." She touches the hollow between her breasts. "And then it 
stopped." 
She does not look terrified, nor does she wear the distant 
expression of a person withdrawing from a memory. The whites of 
her eyes are the unnatural blue-white of the healthy and the young. 
"What does it mean?" she insists. 
It is a normal dream, I say. That night I shoot her. Not many 
Once, I shoot her. The second explosion is a blank. One 
shooting and a blank are enough this time. She dies a good death. 
I did not marry my wife for her psychological insights. but for 
her wonderful legs. Eight summers ago those legs entered my 
consciousness. They stretched from the front row of my class. making 
up three-fifths of her. You may think that splendid legs are a poor 
reason to marry. There are worse. I wanted those legs permanently. 
An adoring expression and a loyal heart came with them. 
At near distance, of course. perfection vanishes. A small mole 
grows upon her chin. A blonde hair centers it. Her feet are 
excessively long and ten degrees colder than anything else in a bed. 
She sits upon them like a child. She sleeps late in the mornings. and 
believes she is indolent. 
This is our seventh summer to Visit the beach. This year it is 
spotted by globs of tar from a sunken tanker. A danger has been 
sighted. I was crabbing when a woman shouted a warning. I smiled 
the pleasant smile of the deaf. Water drained from my ears and her 
word rushed in. It said, "Barracuda!" The fish lazed between me and 
shore. 
Nothing has affected the crabs. We catch them daily--or I do-­
and throw back the females. The males are many and expendable. We 
eat them in bisque. 
My wife stays upon the sand. She wishes to be near me, but not 
get into water where barracudas swim. Her limbs spread heavy and 
bronze. Her lips tum up and her lashes flutter. Perhaps she dreams. 
I watch as waves eat the beach and lick her feet. She draws her feet to 
safety and smiles. 
When we walk at night under the stars, she places her fingers on 
my arm. It feels good for a woman to do that, and to brush you with 
her breast, saying, "I am here." 
I am conscious of shriveled biceps. She doesn't seem to notice. 
1 carry a weighted cane. She doesn't ask why. I turn my head to see 
who and what follows. If I were to whisper. "Rachel, run! Now!" she 
would slip off her shoes, release my arm, and do it. Some women 
would question. "What do you mean, run?" Some women would 
protest, "I can't run in these." My wife would run. She trusts me. 
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Sometimes I sense them when I cannot see them. My gray hair 
makes them think we will be easy. The stick makes th m cautious. 
They lope behind. When I look to gauge the distance, she holds tight. 
"What is it?" 
"Maybe nothing," I say. 
There is an expression of the young, "falling out of love." Falling 
is a dark drop and a thud, a short terror with an abrupt end. I've 
never fallen out of love. The end is exhausting. Tide swells and pulls. 
A cable draws taut. Sinews stretch and individually pop. Slowly, with 
fog horn and Wagnerian music in the background. a huge ship pulls 
free. 
Even then it is not over. I can not bury a love deep enough. She 
kicks up like Yorick's skull, a tender surprise. I've found a forgotten 
pair of handknit socks in a drawer, and stoo9 for minutes like a fool, 
turning them in my hands. 
Rachel sleeps late. I sit in a folding chair on the beach, sixty­
three years old, watching tide and sand. Water foams at my feet. Its 
bites are not significant. Most of the sand it sucks away is restored by 
its next lick. Rachel and I can go on for years. There will be ebbs and 
flows, but she can not leave me. And when I am very old, she will 
warm my bones. Gently, sweetly, she Will nurse me. 
Somehow, while I can, I must tell her. In the voice of her 
teacher, whom she respects, I must tell her we have fallen out of love. 
My Angel / Nina Zivancevic 
(for Francois Lardeau) 
My angel is built of strong will and soft colors 
his skin of liquid has no remorse 
as it lures me to oblivion 
his hair of light chestnut smells of the Tulleries in autumn 
my angel has nothing to do with bad moods and sorrow 
I placed him on the sarcophagus of all my extinguished desires 
his fingertips are soft feathers which remind 
of someone who used to be me 
his thin ankles retain the winds 
through which music speaks. 
My angel is the catcher of my brnsque thoughts 
so I have to finish this poem quickly--
he smiles at it without even seeing it--
I cannot do anything for or against him 
but his intuition forgives me all 
Tim Callahan Label-Eaters / Hina Faisal Imam
Crow water and sparrow mud 
baked in the garden--sunflowers. 
Meat and bread are dry figs. 
The brain stuck on one thought, 
the same image, 
and one name. 
I have typed out empty spaces for no reason. 
I have left you alone 
and there is no peace--
there are disturbances 
because others will come and go 
as if I know them, 
and they don't know themselves 
beyond the labels on shoes 
and inside coat pockets. 
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all your examples evaporate /Jonathan Levant 
infantry place their free hands 
on the backs of advancing tanks 
lot's wife is now a mermaid 
he made a fetish of her face 
a thousand hoops of spice 
haiku for eyelids 
the edges of the building sleep with wind 
skull of narcissus faces the free way 
let the fish be the bones of the water 
the weather cock crows its rust 
gravel turned to crouton 
land soft as first leaf 
in the daylight the diamond weeps cut light 
do we dance our blood into each other? 
the hiss that interrupts the hush--




audio, video, print 
Revolting Cock• Beers, Steers and Queers 
(Waxtrax) 
Well kids, the long awaited audio insanity from 
Rev-Co has been releas ed. The driving force 
beh ind Rev-Co is Alien Jourgenson and Paul 
Barke r, bot h from Chicago-based thras h 
Industrial band Ministry. The album starts off 
with the title track needling a few Texans and 
proceeds to one up Olivia Newton-John with 
their own aerobics tune "Let's Get Physical." Be 
prepared to skank with wild, gleeful abandon to 
club hit "Stainless Steel Providers" and grind 
your bones to "Something Wonderful. " Musically 
speaking, Al J. seems to have finally figured out 
what music is. Radically differing from their 
earlier ''You Goddamn Son of a Bitch" double-live 
LP, "Beers, Steers and Queers" has coherency, 
variety and everything one could ask of a 
delightfully grungy industrial disc. 
Lard The Last Temptation of Reid (Alternative 
Tentacles) 
And on the eighth day, God blessed us with the 
first full length LP from Lard, the kings of "in-yer­
face" music. The EP released a year a so ago 
proved to the world that evolution s till continues 
(although in which direction, we're not sure). Al 
Jourgenson and Paul Barker (cf. Revolting 
Cocks above) and Jeff Ward welded together the 
music for this project and Jello Blafra (former 
Dead Kennedys squawk box as well as a major 
thorn in the asses of the PMRC, CIA, FBI, 
Catholic Church and countless others) yelled 
the vocals. A truly inspirational disc, The Last 
Temptation ofReid, has many outstanding cuts, 
not the least of which are "Drug Raid at 4 a.m." 
(based on a number of major law enforcement 
fuck-ups in which innocent people have been 
hurt and killed all because the police got the 
wrong address, a type of fuck-up that's only 
getting more and more common) and "Mate, 
Spawn and Die" (American yuppie-cultu re in 
rendered in three little words). Overall. a fine 
slab of socially redeeming and culturally 
relevant Vinyl that's worth a few h ard -earned 
bucks. And Just think, you migh t have wasted 
that money on gasoline .. . 
L7 Smell the Magic (Subpop) 
This latest release from Hollywood's loudest 
batch of babes is like a sla p in the face with a 
two-by-four. L7 is a still relatively underground 
band composed of four women I wouldn't want to 
meet in a dark shopping mall. Thoroughly 
hardcore bordering on thrash (trash?) metal, 
Smell the Magic mixes early Motley Crue with 
real (not bottled) energy and lot s of mosh 
potential to create an album not to Write home to 
mom about. Not quite up to standards of noise 
and mayhem set by their previous releases but 
still a good loud record. If you've never heard any 
L 7 and you think you can handle this kind of 
auditory violence, pick it up. 
Soundtr ck Terminal City Ricochet (Alternative 
Tentacles) 
Never before has this reporter run across a 
soundtrack as devastating a this one. From 
what we've heard, this ls a punk rock movte tn 
the truest sense featuring Jello Biafra and Joey 
Shithead in supporting roles. T.C.R., whUe still 
unreleased in the states is due out sometime 
around Christmas (God's greatest gift?). The 
soundtrack is an action packed, mosh-a-mlnute 
compilation with hardcore heavtes like D.O.A, 
Nomeansno, Keith LeBlanc and Jello (does this 
man sleep?) Biafra. As with any project Mr. 
Biafra has a hand in, the music on this record 
has a generally "music-as-instrument-for­
political-change" type of bent. (Some of you may 
have forgotten (or maybe you're just victims of 
the American conglomerate mass media's utter 
failure to report relevant issues to the general 
public, lest they actually stop buying hair care 
products and get angry about something) but the 
Dead Kennedys were taken to trial on an 
obscenity charge four years before the 
celebrated 2 Live Crew scandal of 1990.) Lyrics 
like "people drop like flies and we're told to read 
the Bible" and "the comfort you have demanded 
is now mandatory" reveal the overtly leftward 
direction of this record. 
Semantics Could Vanish EUY (Audio Muzixa 
Qet) 
SCV ls only one of several names under which 
Miekal And & Elizabeth Was (demi-gurus of 
midwestem avante garde networking) perform. 
The card that came with this cassette describes 
the music as an "audio soundscape as well as a 
noise opera about the futurist future" and I'm not 
one to argue with them on this. A fairly high-tech 
affair employing sampling devices and digital 
signal processing, the tape ls 49 minutes long 
(with the same score on both sides eliminating 
the annoying job of tape flipping) and should 
provide so many minutes of listening enjoyment 
to those either Just getting into non-traditional 
audial art or already listening to so-called "new 
age" music. A catalogue containing this tape as 
well as hundreds of other related products 
(including poetry chapbooks, videos of 
performance art and other fruits of the non­
institutional underground) can be obtained from 
Xexo:dal Endarchy (distributors of said 
material) at 1341 Williamson St., Madison, WI 
53703. 
City Rant (McOne Press P.O. Box 50174, Austin, 
1X78763) 
This publication bills itself as "the literary 
mag¥ine of cool craziness" or "the electric coffee 
confessions of an insane world." Both of these 
these statements accurately describe most of 
the contents. The poetry and prose here is 
volatile and dynamic. As the name suggests, the 
overall feel here is one of frantic, urban 
desperation reflected in lines like "Across the 
booth from me at the Kirby Lane Cafe, sat the 
scariest, strangest, fastest talking maniac I had 
ever met, and I loved him ..." The production job 
is not the best 1n the land (34 pages of black and 
white laser print run off on a copier, staple­
binding, cover printed on a hideously 
appropriate electric orange paper and a few 
typos, most of which are forgiveable except for 
the misspelling of Dayton, OH as "Daytion, OH" 
on the back cover) but for $1 per issue you 
couldn't ask for a more stimulating sample of 
city stressed verse. This magazine must have 
something going for it as they were able to 
harness the talents of poetic heavies Un Llfshin 
and Les Bridges as well as newcomers on their 
way up like Johnathan Levant and Jim DeWitt. It 
also looks like a good avenue for new blood to 
find an outlet as they seem to have an extremely 
open admissions policy. 
The Signal (P.O. Box 67, Emmett, Idaho 83617) 
Co-editors Joan Silva and David Chorlton 
twice yearly put out one of the most important 
Journals in print today. For $6 per (only $5 lfyou 
subscribe) the 8 1 /2" by 11" saddle-stapled 
format gives plenty of room to the words and the 
art. The latest issue contained work by: Maurice 
Kenney, Will Inman, George Pavlopoulos, Hans 
Raimund (in translation), Charlie Mehrhoff, 
Peter Spiro, and Karen Bowden and Ron 
Dickson. An especially interesting piece was a 
set of three collages (from a total 52) titled 
"Illustrations to Whitman" by Charles Hood. The 
Signal promises "Literature-Art-Ideas" and 
never fails to deliver. 
The Holy Goof, a biography of Neal Cassady 
by William Plummer (Paragon House, New York) 
Originally published in hard cover in 1981, 
this ls the first time Plummer's b iography of 
Beat Generation figure, Neal Cassady, has 
appeared 1n paperback. This book is a must for 
anyone interested in the Beats, Kerouac, 
Ginsberg, or even, to some extent, the Grateful 
Dead. It chronicles the events of Cassady's life in 
more or less chronological order from his birth, 
fittingly, "on the road" in Salt Lake City to a 
somewhat ridiculous death in San Miguel, 
Mexico. All that happens in between (including, 
but not limited to, the many treks back and forth 
across the continental U.S., his adventures with 
drugs, his two marriages and countless affairs) 
is Juxtaposed With the effects he had on those he 
met along the way, especially Jack Kerouac, 
Allen Ginsberg, Herbert Huneke, William S. 
Burroughs, and Jerry Garcia. Told in an 
enga ging style, this story should be read by 
anyone interested in gaining a better 
understanding of the Beat Generation and the 
type of people it produced. 
Friends: More Wlll and Magna Storie• b y 
Stephen Dixon (Asylum Arts P.O. Box 6203, 
Santa Maria, CA 93456) 
Walk out on an overpass some night. Make it a 
cold night. Maybe the bridge is crumbling some; 
it could be slated for repair the next 
construction season. You might have Just 
finished something: a book, a poem, a bowl of 
Spaghetti-Os, your neighbor, your neighbor's 
spouse. You don't always know what Builuel and 
Bresson meant. You're here to find something. 
There's a line of headlights coming low 
underneath you. You stare, think Ptss it, lean 
over. and chuck your bowling ball at the leading 
set. That's More Will and Magna Stories. This 
ls a great collection by one of the most adept 
fiction Writers today. Dixon's abillty to invoke 
mood, to bring it into a story without the reader 
being aware until it has grabbed them by the 
short hairs, is beautiful. The story "Magna As the 
Good Woman" is as powerful in its construction 
as 1n its conception. Don't miss this book! 
I G-
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CONTRIBUTOR'S NOTES 
Laura Albrecht is a graduate student in English, and a 
first-year teaching assistant, at WSU. She has had poems 
publlshed in Poehy Motel. Oephtc Lute, and Toad Htway. 
Her heroes are Ginsberg, Rimbaud, Whitman, Lyn Lyfshin 
and Bobby Dylan. She dreams of winning a major 
appliance and is currently working on a series of haiku 
that she hopes will win her a side-by-side refrigerator 
freezer. Robin Atwood takes the time to look at what Is 
perceived as the ordinary and everyday, believing there is 
always more there than the eye can see. Shulamlth Bat­
Yisrael will soon have work appearing in Midwest Poeby 
Review and Bitterroot. The poems in this issue are from 
Bat-Yisrael's newest manuscript ISRAEL: A Rising and 
Falling Siren, being considered for publication by Story 
Line Press. David Bean won a 1989 Utah Arts Council 
literary award and received a working fellowship at the 
Bread Loaf Writers Conference in 1988. He ls the director 
of the Writers At Work conference and holds an M.F.A in 
creative writing from the University of Utah. Bean calls 
himself "an environmentalist and traveller who pursues 
balance sports and calls Park City, Utah home." Kenneth 
Bernard lives in New York City, where he teaches at the 
Brooklyn Center of Long Island University. Two of his 
plays, How We Danced While We Burned and La Justice, 
or The Cock That Crew, have been published this year by 
Asylum Arts in a single volume. John Brander edits the 
California State Poetry Quarterly. which is published by 
Chapman College. He has published in Poetry/L.A., Vol 
NQ., Little Notebook, and has an essay on political 
injustice in William Faulkner's Grapes of Wrath that will 
appear in a volume published by the American Library 
Association. Brander edited The Webs We Weave. an 
anthology of Orange County poets, and his own poetry 
was included In Gridlock, an L.A. anthology. He has a 
book being considered by Sunltght Publishers titled 
Drawing Dreams. Ken Bristol, eternally 39, is from 
Hartford, er, and graduated Bates College, Lewiston, ME, 
in 1973. He describes himself as "a born-again weight 
lift.er and vonuist pursuing a part-time study of primitive 
Christianity vis-a-vis the Apache shamanic Vision quest 
thru a wilderness survival school in his home of New 
Jersey." Harry Brody, born and raised in Iowa, is a 
lawyer in Charlotte NC. His latest book ls Fields, 
published by Ion Books. Kenneth H. Brown, the author 
of numerous plays and novels, is especially well-known 
for The Brtg. a play set in a Marine stockade. Performed 
by the Living Theatre, The Brig won an Obie award. 
Brown llves in Brooklyn, and does eat an occasional 
sangwich. Tim Callahan enjoys exploring the 
underlying fragmentation of the psyche, brownies, life 
platelets, and the light. David Chorlton, aside from his 
poetry, is a visual artist who has three upcoming shows in 
Arizona. Chorlton also spends time working With various 
local groups in animal rights, environmental, and peace 
movements. He co-edits The Signal and had two new 
chapbooks appear this year. Gary Phillip Clairman co­
founded and edited, in 1982, a literary magazine called 
Lucky Jim's, which ran for five issues. Clairman, who lives 
in Guelph, Ontario, has had work in a number ofJournals 
in Canada, the U.S. and the U.K. He ls currently writing a 
novel for the thesis portion of a Masters in English for 
Concordia University in Montreal, Quebec. Ira Cohen 
has just finished editlng Jack Smith's Historical 
Treasures for Hanuman Books (New York) . Other works 
include: From the Divan of Petra Vogt. Stauffenberg Cycle 
& Other Poems, and On Feet of Gold. Cohen returned to 
Morocco for a visit this summer, where he met with Paul 
Bowles and others. Recently, Ira gave a reading a t 
Amherst College where he proclaimed himself "King 01 
Butoh." Lila Dlaboha ls a Ukranian poet who lives an 
works in New York City. Dlaboha has been publishe 
internationally, and presently works as an editor o 
Gallery. for which she writes book reviews. Edward Fiel 
is a well-known poet whose New and Selected Poems 
appeared in 1987. Field has won the Shelley Memorial 
Award and, just recently, edited a book of short storie~ 
called Head of a Sad Angel by his late friend, th 
legendary Alfred Chester, which was published by Black 
Sparrow. Caroline Gosselin was a terrorist in Paris as a 
pre-teen, then went to live on her own in Amsterdam a t 
14. She Is known for The Bandaged Poets, a series of ly 
masks made in collaboration with Ira Cohen, who 
photographed the process. Gosselin now lives in New 
York, where she practices healing. James Graham is a 
poet and translator who resides in New York. Paul Grill 
is a teacher of Writing in Philadelphia and Academic 
Coordinator of a University Art School. He has published 
poems & collages in countless magazines both here and 
in Europe, and is the author of five books, including 
Manhattan Spiritual (with Guy Seining), Vibes of the 
Saints, and Skin of Doubt. Two all-new collections of his 
poetry, Burnt Sienna and The Owlette Diaries, are 
forthcoming. He resides with his wife in Montreal. 
Quebec. Dan Harris: 24, white, male, student, B.F.A. 
Jere Hoar lives and writes in Oxford, MS. His work has 
appeared, or will soon, in Karamu, The Crescent Review, 
and The Greensboro Review. Rina Faisal Imam is a 
Pakistinlan poet. Willem Keckler is a poet living and 
working in Harrisburg, PA. His poems have appeared in 
Philomel, Orphic Lute, Black Buzzard Review, and other 
sundry Journals. Timothy Kelly is an award-winning 
writer living in Chicago. Born on that city's industrial 
east side, he has held a variety of construction, manual 
labor and office Jobs. Kelly has llved in Mexico and 
written a book-length poem entitled A Dying Gaul. He ls 
currently Writing a series of short stories centering on a 
self-tortured character named Jack Larkin. Joel Kuper 
is back from central America, and, after graduating from 
acting school in August, has found himself turned down 
by welfare because he writes poems, unemployed, 
unemployed, unemployed, and not working. Van Q. Le -­
"Cause we don't know where we come from. cause we don't 
know who we are." And, cause I am still lost in this lost 
world. Cause I wanted to look through the lens of my 
camera to find my way home. Cause I am an artist who 
takes photographs . . . . William I. Lengeman Ill is a 
full-time free-lance writer with credits mainly in 
nonfiction. His poetry has been published in Left Curve, 
NRG, and Nocturnal Lyric. Lengeman is currently working 
on a book about protest suicide and on a novel, "Laughing 
in Hell." Jonathan Levant stole leather from Lebanon 
then came to Canada on an ill wind and tries to this day 
to out bare foot Socrates. There is a higher health that he 
hopes the words speak to themselves of the earth which 
is different than the soul supposes. James Heller 
Levinson has published in many magazines and literary 
reviews including: Synaesthesia, Third Lung Review, 
Black Bear Review, Small Pond, Impetus, Abraxas, 
Southern California Anthology. Onthebus, Tsunami, 
Protea, Ripples, Howling Dog, Poetry Motel, and 
Conditioned Response. Levinson had a winning entry In 
the Oxfam Contest and has been nominated for a 
Pushcart Prize. His first book of poems, Pulled Apart. was 
published in September 1989 by Third Lung Press. His 
first novel, Another Line, was published by Watermark 
Press in April 1990. Leza Lowitz ts 27 years old and 
taught creative Writing at San Francisco State University 
until moving to Japan recently, where she will spend the 
next two years as an editor for Tokyo University Press and 
a 'Tokyo Correspondent" for ~- She has published in 
many Journals, including: The San Francisco Review of 
oo , Sequoia (Stanford U), Manoa, The Short Story 
. 'l):ansfer 55, Shirtm. Arts For a Better World, 
thena co tto, Dirt. Magazine, Tokyo Today, Transfer 
§Q,_willi work soon to appear in All Asia Review of Books 
and .Eg~. Lowitz has received prizes for her work, 
includh g a PEN Syndicated Fiction Award in 1989. 
Debbie Lu janova ls a WSU Mass Communications 
graduate n~ working on her Master's degree ln English. 
She also works as a graduate teaching assistant in WSU's 
English Department. Judith Malina, with her painter­
husband Julian Beck (d. 1985) founded The Living 
Theatre ln 1947 as an alternative to the commercial 
theatre. She has directed and/or performed in all of the 
more than eighty plays presented around the world by 
The L \ling Theatre, including J. Gelber's The Connection, 
K. H. Brown's The Brt~. B. Brecht's Antigone, Else Lasker­
SchOler's LAruU, and Living Theatre collective creations 
Frankenstein. Paradise Now, and The Legacy of Cain. In 
1989, she and current husband Hanon Reznikov opened 
The LMng Theatre on Third Street in New York, where the 
o npany continues its work today. Lorna S. Mantia 
ays simply "Express yourself, you've got to be you, and 
o 1ly you .... " Paul Marlon is a free-lance writer and arts 
administrator who lives in Dracut, MA. His most recent 
ollection of poetry is Middle Distance (Loom Press, 
19 9.) He has published poems and essays in Santa 
f.)a a Bev1ew. St. Andrews Review, and an anthology, 
yebec Kerouac Blues. Work is forthcoming in Yankee, 
~ Salmon Literary Quarterly (Ireland), and ~
holo ranco-American ite ature. JW. 
c ullough ls a writer and performance artist who will 
b appearing in New Orleans, Denver, Baltimore, 
Pl iladelphia. Atlanta, Florida, and New York via an inter­
di clplinary fellowship from the state of Pennsylvania. 
Ch lie Mehrhoff is a poet of the road and open spaces. 
He continues to perfect his vision of the earth, life and 
death. He 1s still riding through the wasteland, searching 
for the dream, gotta get to eden before the sun goes down. 
William E. H. Meyer. Jr. is a free-lance writer and critic 
whose poetry and fiction has appeared in some 50 U.S. 
and Canadian Journals. His essays on culture have also 
appeared in the U.S. and Canada, in addition to Germany 
and Australia Meyer's "Beaumont and Other Poems" was 
recently published as a special edition (Fall 90) of 
Sou'Wester (SIU). Michael Mirolla is a Montreal poet 
and short story writer with work published in Prism 
International. event, Matrix. Canadian Fiction Ma~azlne, 
Capilano Review, West Coast Review, Northwest Review, 
and others. His fiction has been included in Tesseracts II 
(Canadian science fiction anthology) and a Quebec 
writers' anthology. A collection of Mlrolla's short fiction, 
called The Logical Grammar of Emotion ls forthcoming 
from Nu-Age Publishers. He is currently working on a 
science fiction novel called The Facility. Duncan Moran
lives in Northern Michigan and is Writer-in-Residence at 
the Suttons Bay Schools on a Michigan Arts Council for 
the Arts grant. G. Lindsey Payne was born on an island, 
moved to Yellow Springs to ride her bike between 12-3





dogs & cats. Octavio Paz ls a Mexican poet and essayist, 
and winner of the Nobel Prize for Literature. Chris 
Pospisil is a songwriter, poet, and quasi-religion major 
at WSU. Colin Sargent lives in Kennebunkport, ME, and 
ls the editor and publisher of Portland Monthly Magazine. 
He has published two books: Luftwaffe Snowshoes (1984) 
and Blush (1987). More of Sargent's work recently 
appeared in Poet Lore. Jacques Servin is a Federation 
Fellow in writing at LSU. He has recently been, or will 
soon be, published in Caliban, Kansas Quarterly, 
Witness, Pacific Review, Bomb, Exquisite Corpse, An 
Illuminated History of the Future (Sun & Moon Press 
anthology), Fine Madness, Central Park, Asylum, Montage, 
and a dozen other small magazines. He is a winner of the 
1989 ISU /Fiction Collective National Fiction 
Competition and his fiction has been nominated for the 
upcoming Pushcart Prize by New Delta Review. Seivin is 
working with Wilson Baldridge on a translation of Michel 
Deguy's poetry in collaboration with the author. Other 
translation collaborations have appeared in Exquisite 
Corpse, Satchel, and New Delta Review. Vicki Sherrill 
lives in Phoenix, AZ. Her photographs and illustrations 
have appeared in Sign of the Times: A Chronicle of 
Decadence in the Atomic Age, Fennel Stalk, and Black 
Bear Review. Also a poet, Sherrill has been published in 
Chimera. Fennel Stalk, Thirteen Poetry Magazine, and 
Psychopoettca. She also gave a reading for the opening of 
the San Francisco Surrealist Art Show at the Alwun 
House. John Solt ts Assistant Professor of Asian 
Languages and Civilizations at Amherst College. He has 
been writing poetry for twenty-five years and has 
published three books: The Memories Are More Than I 
Can Remember (.Tokyo, 1980), Underwater Balcony (Ito, 
Japan, 1988) and Anything You Don't Want You Can Have 
(Bangkok, 1988). Salt's poetry has been translated into 
That, Japanese, Catalan and German. Suzuki Masafumi 
has been llving at the edge of Japanese society and 
politics since his student days, when he was expelled for 
blowing up a photo he took of the university president 
and placing it at the main gate as a mat for students to 
step on. Poet, photographer and ten-hour-at-a-stretch 
wanderer through city streets, Suzuki ls also the author of 
the acclaimed critical study of photography, The Myth of 
the Paper Mirror (1985). He has been rumored to be on 
Japan's Nobel Prize Committee, but he adamantly denies 
tt as "a cheap shot at co-opting by the Establishment of 
broken dreams." John Tytell teaches English at Queens 
College in New York. He ls the author of Naked Angels: 
The Lives and Literature of the Beat Generation and also 
a book on Ezra Pound. Janine Pommy Vega is a City 
Lights poet who has published many books of poetry, 
including: Bard Owl. Journal of a Hermit, and Drunk On a 
Glacier Talking to Files. Vega works with both children's 
poetry classes and creative writing classes for those in 
prison. In fact, Vega has edited a book of prisoners' 
writings called Candles Bum in Memory: Town. Roni 
Wilson-Vinson lives and works in Dayton, OH. Blll 
Wolak is a poet who lives in New Jersey. He edited Dream 
Helmet, an outstanding surrealist magazine. Nina 
Zivancevic is an award-winning poet in her native 
Yugoslavia. She lives and works in New York City. Her 
last book was More or Less Urgent, and is currently at 
work on a book of Yugoslavian fiction. 
"Artists are as different as men are. It 
would be wrong to romanticize about 
them. In our society, indeed, they may 
live in narrower and more frightened 
corners than most of us do. We should 
not imitate their ways; they're not 
exemplary, and set no worthy fashions. 
Nor does the artist bear truth dead and 
drooping in his arms like a lovelorn 
maiden or a plump goose. . . . In the 
ancient quarrel between poets and 
philosophers, Plato was surely right to 
think the poets liars. They lie quite 
roundly, unashamedly, with glee and 
gusto, since lies and fancies, figments 
and inventions, outrageous falsehoods 
are frequently more real, more 
emotionally pure, more continuously 
satisfying to them than the truth, which 
is likely to wear a vest, fancy bucket 
pudding, Technicolor movies, and long 
snoozes through Sunday." 
William Gass, 1958 
